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Wanted

Marteeka Karlend

 

 

Interplanetary agents and smugglers -- when they collide, their chemistry will be explosive.

 

White Russian (Wanted 1): After weeks of lonely space and one breakdown after another, Tiressa just wants a drink to relax while the nebula storm passes. But when she orders a White Russian, he’s not quite what she expects. Undercover so deep only the Supreme Commander of the military knows his mission, Yuri Dubnikov’s situation is bad. Convincing Tiressa he isn’t the villain will definitely take work.

 

Vodka Shots (Wanted 2): Dmitry is pissed as hell. He was betrayed by a woman he trusted and now she must pay. When finally catches her, her reasons for her betrayal -- and her abrupt departure -- chill his blood. With secrets and conspiracies at every turn, Dmitry must decide who to trust. The lives of everyone he holds dear may depend on his decisions.

 

Molotov Cocktail (Wanted 3): Hawk has been baffled by Onyx since they first met. The woman defies all reason. A man can only take so much, and when Onyx defies his orders in the heat of battle, Hawk decides to show her what a fiery explosion a Molotov Cocktail can really ignite.




White Russian (Wanted 1)

Marteeka Karland

 

 

Tiressa just wants a drink. After weeks of lonely space, one breakdown after another, and delays of every kind, she just wants to relax for a few hours while the nebula storm passes. When she orders a White Russian, straight up, she doesn’t get what she expects.

 

As a spy undercover so deep only the Supreme Commander of the military knows his mission, Yuri Dubnikov is pleasantly surprised to land in the hands of such a luscious woman. His situation is still bad, but at least he has someone interesting to pass the time with. Convincing her he isn’t the villain the press paints him to be will definitely take work.

 

Fortunately, she’s as drawn to him as he is to her. Their chemistry, when they collide, will be explosive.




Chapter One

 

Tiressa stumbled into the dimly lit holo bar and collapsed into a booth. What a fucking day! Nothing had gone right. Absolutely nothing. Her ship had been grounded at Patmar Station because of a busted beacon lamp. When she finally did get clearance to leave, her power coil blew a ring. Now, the nebula storms had forced her to this back-space junk station with no end in sight. What the fuck else could go wrong? She just wanted to get back to Earth and civilization.

She flagged down the dark-haired waiter, who tried to ignore her. “Look, I’m tired, and all I want to do is get back to Earth. I’m seriously PMSing, and I’ve had absolutely no chocolate or caffeine for the last twenty solar days. Do not make me ask you twice to get your ass over here and get me a drink.”

That changed the little man’s mind. In a hurry.

Tiressa wasn’t a small woman by any means. She stood five-nine and, though lean, carried a fair amount of muscle. She looked like a space marine and had the temper to match, but in reality, she was a glorified delivery girl. Suited her fine. She was the only cargo tech in the whole damned company who hadn’t been jacked at least four or five times. Hell, she hadn’t been jacked even once. The only pirate who’d tried got to sample his own balls.

Literally.

After that, word got around, and everyone pretty much left her alone.

“What’ll it be?” The lanky waiter might have finally stopped at her table, but it was far from a willing gesture.

“White Russian. Straight up.”

The man stopped in mid-movement as he tapped her order into his tablet. “Did you say, ‘White Russian, straight up’?”

Tiressa had to clench her fists to keep from scratching the poor bastard’s eyes out. “Did I stutter or something, or are you hard of hearing?”

“No, ma’am.” His tone was suddenly respectful, and his body language screamed fear. Finally, something in her tone had made him take her seriously. Maybe this day was getting better. “I just didn’t expect a woman to… err… order… such a… err… drink.” He stammered all over himself, but Tiressa didn’t care. Something in the back of her mind prickled, but she ignored it. If he brought her alcohol, she didn’t really give a fuck.

Instead of replying, she just gave him her best icy stare, and he scurried off. Sitting back with a satisfied smirk, Tiressa crossed her legs and looked around her. The place was practically deserted save for a couple of human attendants and several bots to clean tables. The latest news feeds scrolled along the top of the bar, and holo images of fugitives and criminals danced across the banner. Including the announcement of the capture of Yuri Dubnikov.

Tiressa was never one to be intimidated by anyone, but she had to admit, knowing Dubnikov was behind bars was a relief. His reputation made her hair curl. He was wanted for so many crimes, the list ran the length of the ticker several times. Rape and murder were only minor infractions, if the news could be believed. Crimes against humanity, genocide, and the destruction of vital trade routes using deadly means were just a few of the capital crimes he was charged with. How much was actually true was anybody’s guess, but Tiressa felt safer knowing she wouldn’t run up against him on one of those sabotaged trade routes.

Everything about the man sent shivers down her spine. Looking at his image on the news, she wondered how he’d managed to stay in hiding as long as he had. Nothing about the man was mundane. He stood out in a crowd like a beat dick. Exceedingly tall and muscular, he stood at least head and shoulders above everyone around him, no matter where he went. His skin was pale, but not so much that his dark blond hair gave him a washed out appearance. Angular features made his face seem chiseled out of stone. One couldn’t call him handsome by any means, but he definitely wasn’t someone who blended in with his surroundings. Nor did he seem like a man who’d want to sneak around wherever he went.

No. Dubnikov would blatantly flaunt himself out in public just to prove he couldn’t be caught. Tiressa could tell by the defiant way he boldly looked directly at the camera, not bothering to try and shield himself as so many do when caught. The smirk made Tiressa feel as if he were playing a joke on everyone, that they hadn’t so much caught him as he’d let himself be caught.

Not a pleasant line of thinking as far as Tiressa was concerned.

She needed that drink. Yesterday.

She was about to get up and go get the damned thing herself when she spotted five men approaching her, one of them in chains, the others heavily armed with wicked looking blasters pointed directly at the chained man. The prisoner was eerily familiar.

“If you’ll be so kind as to tell me where your ship is docked, we’ll see to it the prisoner is secured before leaving you with him.” The lead man looked around the bar, a little sneer on his face. “You didn’t happen to bring help with you, did you? I’m not certain you can handle the big guy by yourself.”

“What the fuck are you talking about? And who the hell is…” She trailed off as her attention focused on the prisoner in question.

By the gods! There was no way in hell her luck could be this bad.

“Your white Russian, ma’am.” If she hadn’t been so stunned, Tiressa would probably have kicked the lead guard in the nuts. As it was, all she could do was stare. Thank the gods she managed to keep her mouth closed and not gape at him.

Yuri Dubnikov. In the rock hard flesh. And his ice-blue gaze was focused squarely on her. His skin wasn’t nearly as pale as the news holo made it out to be, but his hair was almost stark white and flowed down to his shoulders. He had it pulled back and tied at his neck. All that muscle and sinew was exactly like she’d seen in the holos. The man was massive.

“No fucking way.” She’d started to shake, and sweat beaded her upper lip. “You can just take the big guy back where you got him. All I want is a drink. You know? White Russian? Coffee liqueur? Vodka? Cream? Alcohol! Not a man!”

“Sorry. My orders said there would be someone here to take him off my hands. The code phrase was ‘White Russian, straight up.’ No one would order such an Earth concoction in this part of space. You knew the code phrase. The bastard’s yours, sweetheart.”

“You’re going to just turn him over to anyone ordering that particular drink? That’s absurd! This is the most wanted killer in eight galaxies! You can’t hand him over to just anyone!” Tiressa was starting to panic. Unless she missed her guess, the authorities on this particular station would just be happy the huge man was out of their hands. They didn’t care who took him as long as he was gone.

“Not my problem.” His hand darted out to the security badge hanging from her vest. He scanned the thing and gave her a satisfied grin. “Docking bay ninety-four, men. Take him to her ship, secure him, and we’ll all be on our merry way.” He looked at her then, and Tiressa wished to hell and back she had kicked the bastard in the nuts when he’d first approached her. He was just a little too smug for her liking. “I don’t advise any liquor on your part, miss. You’re likely to need all your wits about you if you plan on making it with him to High Command alive. You should leave now anyway. No time for drinking.”

“I can’t leave now. The nebula storms…”

“Are not my problem,” the guard interrupted her with a slash of his hand. “I want this prisoner off my station, and I don’t mean in a day or two. Get him away from here now.”

Knowing this wasn’t a battle she was going to win, Tiressa stood and stalked out of the bar without a word, not even bothering with a tip. She knew they’d follow her. Even if they didn’t, they knew where she’d docked and wouldn’t release the docking clamps until they had Dubnikov aboard her ship.

On the way there, Tiressa tried to think of a way out of this, but she had very few -- if any -- options. Her cargo hold was full, she had no escape pods, and there was no way in hell she was getting off this station unless the station guard let her.

She couldn’t simply space him. No matter what he’d done, she wasn’t a killer. She couldn’t have them secure him in the cargo hold -- there simply wasn’t a nook or cranny to be found. That left either her personal quarters or the cockpit. She definitely wasn’t having him tied to her bed, so, when they reached her ship, she had the guards secure him to the back bulkhead. It was the best of a bad situation.

“All secure, sweetheart. Cybernetic enhancements or not, he’s not breaking those titanium chains.”

Tiressa closed her eyes and exhaled deeply before replying. “I’m not your sweetheart.” There was a moment when she was sure the guard started to give her a snide reply, so she turned in her chair to face him. Slowly, she stood to her full five foot, nine inch height. She wasn’t much shorter than the guard and stood nose to nose with him, bringing all the intimidation of her size and height to bear. “Now, get the fuck off my ship.” She didn’t raise her voice. She didn’t have to. She might have only been a cargo transport engineer, but she knew how to use her size to intimidate. Even if the one in question was bigger than she was.

“I’d be careful, if I were you,” one of the guards muttered as he left the ship.

“Yeah. You think?” She spat her reply as he headed down the landing ramp before it slowly raised and sealed.

Swearing under her breath in seven different languages, Tiressa fired up the ship’s engines and began a pre-launch checklist. There was no way in hell the day could get any worse. She just hoped Dubnikov had been lashed down securely. She sure as hell wasn’t getting close enough to check. Like it or not, the guard was right. Tiressa had to keep her wits about her and watch her unwanted passenger like a hawk. The only problem was, the reason she’d landed on this gods forsaken station to begin with was because of the nebula storms. Now, she was flying right into them.

This was definitely not her day.

* * *

Things were definitely going well today. The miserable bastards on this station who passed for security had played right into his hands. It would have been bad enough they were giving one of the worst hardened criminals in seven galaxies to a non-sanctioned, non-military transport, but to force him on a single woman with no genetic or cybernetic enhancements to defend herself was unforgivable.

Not only that, but the transfer had been signed by the head commander in the area. This didn’t bode well for High Command. Yuri had been planted so deep it was likely that, had this station actually handed him over to the proper authorities, he would have been executed before word could reach them he was undercover. Only the Supreme Commander himself knew of Yuri’s operation. It was the first rule of running black ops. If you have a secret, keep it to yourself. Tell one other person only if absolutely necessary. There wasn’t another option. It was a code Yuri had lived by since he’d first been chosen for the Imperial Special Forces.

Now, he looked at the woman who would be his captor for the next few days. True, she looked like she could hold her own in a fight, but it didn’t take long for Yuri to realize she had absolutely no military or combat training whatsoever. He could tell by the way she held herself, and her weapon. She was carrying it out of obligation, not like it was an extension of her body. As he watched her stalk around the tiny cockpit, the twist of her luscious ass encased in black leather made him grin.

“Nice ass, baby. Gives me something to look forward to when we’re all alone in the blackness of space.” His voice was husky with lust, and he didn’t try to disguise it. “I can’t wait to sink my teeth into one of those plump cheeks.” He put as much crass contempt in his voice as he could. Her ass might have grabbed his attention, but her response stole his heart in a way he never expected a woman to do.

She stopped her work, but she didn’t turn around. Not at first, anyway. But when she did, flames practically shot from her eyes straight into his gut. Slowly, ever so slowly, she approached him, never taking her eyes from his.

“You like my ass?” Her voice was soft, but there was an undercurrent of deadly anger.

He knew he should just smirk at her and refuse to answer. It would have been the wisest thing to do, but he had never really been one to play it safe. “Looks good enough to eat.” He snapped his teeth at her for added effect, leaning forward to strain his chains, causing them to rattle with the movement. Her reaction was almost instantaneous.

In two long strides, she was on him. There was a flash of steel and a sharp sting underneath his chin as her blade found its mark. For a split second, Yuri thought she had him, thought her knife would go straight through his neck and find his brain stem. A quick death to be sure, but she stopped with only a couple of millimeters of her blade into his flesh.

“Let’s get one thing straight, flyboy. I’m not here to be your personal fuck toy. I got drafted to bring your ass to the Justice Warriors. If your public rap sheet is to be believed, my killing you would only save the taxpayers a lengthy trial and an execution. I may not be a combat soldier, but I have absolutely no problem gutting you like a Travarian sloth. Do we understand each other?”

Yuri was honestly afraid to move, but in that one instant, he knew he was in love. Instead of making a smart-assed comment, as he normally would, he simply replied with, “Perfectly.”

For several moments, they stood there, looking at each other. Yuri was sure lust flared in his eyes, and he didn’t try to conceal it. He wanted her to know what she was getting herself into. Especially since she thought him the monster his cover painted. Best to get it all out in the open now. Her eyes widened slightly, and she backed up a fraction before jerking her knife away and sheathing it in one smooth motion. Without another word, she spun around, stomped to the control station and threw herself into the seat.

Yuri smiled. This was definitely turning out to be his day.




Chapter Two

 

Tiressa’s heart pounded as she finished preparing the ship for takeoff. There was no way this was a good idea. She’d have to space him the first chance she got. That was a man who could talk a woman right out of her panties with little to no effort at all and kill her before she knew he’d turned on her. She was terrified of him, of the kind of man he was, yet there was some kind of magnetism about him she knew she was helpless to resist for long.

Her clearance for departure came long before she was ready to leave, and the docking clamps released with an audible clang. The station docking personnel practically shoved her out of the hangar and locked the door tightly, refusing to answer her calls that her ship wasn’t ready to leave.

“Sons of bitches,” she swore under her breath. “I should have known better.”

“Better than what? To take refuge from a nebula storm?” Her “guest” echoed her thoughts quietly. Strange how he truly sounded concerned. Probably for his own hide. “One wrong move, and we’re both history. Have you ever navigated a nebula storm on your own?”

Tiressa ignored him. Establishing any kind of common ground with him would be a mistake. She’d do the best she could. If she failed, they’d both be dead. She was still shaking from her fit of temper earlier. She’d gotten so close to him, she could smell his unique, masculine scent and the stale tang of sweat clinging to him from his incarceration. If he hadn’t been bound securely, he could have done some serious damage to her.

With many misgivings, Tiressa fired her thrusters and maneuvered away from the closed docking bay. Plasma starbursts from the storm sparkled and snapped an ungodly amount of energy. Little sparks of fire-like light exploded where the energy made it past the security field surrounding the station.

“Are you sure you know what you’re doing?” Dubnikov’s gravelly voice was low and unobtrusive, as if he were making sure not to distract her even though they had yet to leave the shelter of the station.

Tiressa didn’t answer at first, but the more she thought about it, the more she felt she owed him an answer. He might be a hardened, sadistic sociopath, but if he was going to die, he deserved to make peace with whatever deity he believed in.

“No. But I don’t have much of a choice. They want you off this station and, unfortunately, that means they’re kicking us out. I suppose if you pray, now’s the time.”

“I can help you navigate this if you’ll let me.” Tiressa didn’t like the way his voice slid under her skin. Even in this situation, where she was pretty sure they were going to die, she wanted to groan. The man simply oozed sex. It was disconcerting, to say the least.

“Can you do it from over there? Chained? Because I’m not letting you loose. I’m not stupid.” She tried to fill her voice with as much contempt as she could.

“Fine. Just do what I tell you, and maybe we’ll make it.”

That surprised her. She had expected his offer would come at a price, most likely his freedom. After all, he was dead no matter what. There was no way he would be allowed to live once he was turned over to the Justice Warriors. Not with the crimes he had been accused of.

Without waiting for her to respond, he started giving quiet instructions. “Turn off your main engines. You’re less likely to ignite the plasma if you use only your thrusters and only in short bursts.”

“With the main engines shut down, I won’t be able to move quickly.”

“If you need to move that quickly, you’re already dead.” His inflection didn’t change. It was almost maddening. The man could have been an android. Well, if it hadn’t been for the almost palpable lust when she’d held that knife to his throat.

She swallowed. “I see what you mean. OK, any help would be appreciated.”

“Just drift with the flow. The stellar material is highly unstable, but if you just flow through the nebula where it takes you, it will act like a river, taking you downstream between the banks.”

“And if I hit a rock?”

“That’s what the thrusters are for. When you see you’re headed for a pocket of active stellar material, you glide around it.”

Tiressa turned her seat to look at him. “Glide around it? Are you fucking nuts?”

He just gave her a sexy grin and shrugged one brawny shoulder. “I’m just telling you the way I do it. It’s always worked for me.”

She swiveled her chair sharply back to the viewscreen. “I must be out of my mind.”

“Quite possibly,” he replied, seeming to think it over seriously, “but I’ve always thought most women secretly had a danger fetish. I’m betting you’re getting excited just thinking about trying this.”

“Correction, you’re the one out of his mind. I just want to be safe and sound back inside that space station, away from the danger.”

“So you say, but I notice you didn’t try really hard to stay. Had you put as much effort into bullying the station authorities as you did with me a while ago, I seriously doubt we’d be out here now.”

She wanted to deny it, but what was the use? She’d always hated being cooped up. She’d been raised in the vastness of space, wandering from station to station, planet to planet at will. The thought of being cornered until nature decided to let her leave hadn’t set well with her.

“I wouldn’t call it a danger fetish so much as I just don’t like being forced to stay in one place very long. Believe me. You tagging along wasn’t on the menu.”

“Hum… I like the way you put that.”

She couldn’t help the twitch of a smile on her lips. Thank goodness her back was to him. “In your dreams, flyboy.”

“Oh, definitely in my dreams.”

“Look, if you don’t have anything constructive to contribute, just shut the hell up. We’re probably going to die, and I’d like to do so in relative peace.”

His soft chuckle vibrated through her insides, settling low in her belly. Damn. Why did he have to be so sexy? He was a dangerous criminal who would probably just as soon kill her as look at her.

Taking a deep breath, Tiressa hit the thrusters for a two-second burst and glided gently into the crackling, colorful gas of the nebula. Colorful swatches of fine dust grazed the hull of the ship, and soon she understood what Dubnikov meant. The ship seemed to be caught up in a current, carrying them straight to the heart of the cloud.

For a long time, she just sat there, glued to the screen. She had to be ready to nudge the ship away from any densities in the nebula, as those could fry the ship’s shield and eat through the hull, the energy was so powerful and volatile.

Once, Tiressa didn’t nudge the ship far enough, and her starboard wing grazed a pocket of compressed gas. Sensors blared, and a quick look out the porthole showed her the tip of her wing sparking where the metal had been sheared off the weaker part of the ship, sending them into an arc that was taking them straight toward another pocket of dangerous energy.

“Just breathe, little warrior,” Dubnikov said, softly. “Hit your aft thrusters for a two-second burst to start a counter spin. You’ll dance right around the density.”

Instinctively, she did what he commanded. Sure enough, they slid right past the stellar material sideways and right back into the current running the course of the nebula, though much faster this time. Tiressa was sitting on the edge of her chair, hardly daring to breathe. Every time she hesitated, Dubnikov quietly guided her.

By the time they could see the clearing of the nebula and the end of the storm densities, Tiressa was sweating and shaking. Her nerves were about to snap, but she had to go on. Only a few more minutes, and they would be free. Just as she was about to let out a breath she hadn’t realized she’d been holding, a pocket of storm density rolled as it grew in volume right in front of her. Energy swirled all around the ship, trapping static electricity. Her console crackled, and when she laid her fingertips on its smooth surface, a jolt hard enough to knock her arms numb flew through her hands. The force of it slammed her back into her seat. She tried to stifle her scream, but cried out all the same. How in the world she was going to navigate when she couldn’t use her hands was beyond her. And right now, she needed to move them away from the cluster storm. If not, they’d likely fry.

“Don’t fire the thrusters!” Dubnikov had spoken in calm, hushed tones until now. This order, he snapped with all the authority of a man used to being obeyed. “Let the ship drift. The gravity within the storm will pull the ship toward it, and the momentum you already have will swing you around and into open space.”

Every instinct in Tiressa screamed at her to steer her ship to safety, but she couldn’t seem to make herself disobey her prisoner. A heartbeat later, it was too late, and she was committed to his course of action. Her heart pounded, and she found herself closing her eyes, waiting for death. When nothing happened, she dared a peek and found that, indeed, her ship still faced the density, but was swinging around it and into open space, pulling free of its gravity by mass and momentum.

Relief was so overwhelming, she almost sobbed aloud. As it was, she fell against her seat back, weak as a newborn babe. She trembled violently and knew there was no way she could do anything constructive to secure her ship or their heading.

“You should really fire your thrusters for a couple of seconds to keep us moving away from the nebula.” Dubnikov spoke in that husky, quiet voice once again. Gone was the voice of command, and in its place was that maddeningly sexy tone of voice. Thing was, Tiressa was hard-pressed to say she wasn’t attracted to either.

Her hands shook too much for her to do much more than hold down the thruster activation for a few seconds before she had to sit back again. She was lightheaded and knew she was hyperventilating. Making a conscious effort to breathe deep and slow, Tiressa put her head between her knees and just concentrated on staying conscious.

After a while, Dubnikov said, “You did good navigating your first storm. I know seasoned veterans who couldn’t have forced themselves to drift around that last density. You should be proud of yourself.”

She looked up at him, her forearms still resting on her knees. “Go fuck yourself,” she snapped. To her surprise, her burly captive only chuckled.

“A little difficult, under the circumstances, but I’m willing if you are.”

Tiressa had never been so scared in her life. She had to get herself under control or she was going to be desperately, violently ill. “Just keep to yourself and let me be.” Her arms were beginning to ache and throb madly now. She also realized that her fingertips were seared. Mentally, she did a quick check of her body, concentrating on any twinge of pain that shouldn’t be there that would indicate an exit of the electrical current. She needed to have the med-unit check her out, but she seriously doubted if she could operate the damned thing now. If both her arms weren’t broken, she’d be damned surprised.

“Unlock the cuffs, and I’ll help you.”

“Will that be before or after you kill me?” Her retort was delivered through clenched teeth. There was no way she could hide her pain long. If she was managing at all. “I’m fine.”

“Like hell,” he spat. “A shock like that can shatter bone. You’ve got good muscle tone, so you were protected somewhat, but I’m betting you’ve broken something. Look at your hands, for fuck’s sake! They’re turning dark. You’ve cut off their blood supply somewhere, and they’re burned.” He pulled against the cuffs holding him to the bulkhead, muscles bulging in his arms like the most important thing in his world right now was getting to her.

Tiressa groaned. And not because of the pain, though it was growing fierce. She was a tall, muscled woman, but this man towered over her and had muscle and bulk enough for two men. Exactly the type of man she loved, but rarely came across. Too damned bad he was a murderer.

She sighed. Killer or not, he was the only chance she had. There was no way she could do anything in the condition she was in, and she knew it. “I doubt very seriously I could get you loose if I tried. I have no idea how those cuffs work, and I don’t think I can manipulate anything intricate at the moment.”

She fumbled with the first cuff for a moment figuring she might as well try. She didn’t have any other options. It was surprisingly simple to undo it, and she had a moment to wonder if station security had set her up before Dubnikov reached for the second cuff with his free hand, released it, and was on her. She gasped when he scooped her up and headed to a small room just behind the main control room. How he knew where her med-unit was, Tiressa had no idea, but he carried her there without hesitation.

With much greater gentleness than Tiressa could have believed possible for a man with his reputation, he set her in the reclining chair and brushed her forehead gently with one large hand. Dubnikov didn’t say anything as he turned toward the computer and entered a sequence of commands, but when he turned back to her, his green eyes blazed.

“You should have released me and let me pilot us out of there, and you wouldn’t be in this position.”

“No, you would. And I’m not at all certain I would help you if you were.” The pain was starting to get to her now, and her response was gritted out through clenched teeth. “And don’t think you’re intimidating me with that stare. I’m hurting too much to care.”

“Yeah,” he grunted. “Figured.”

The med-unit strapped her arms to the chair. A band wrapped around her arm, and a needle stabbed her at the bend of her elbow. Immediately, a euphoric feeling swept over her, and she knew it had injected pain medicine into her vein.

“Is it working?” Dubnikov asked softly. He stroked her hair gently, and Tiressa knew she should be annoyed, but it felt good. His touch soothed her like nothing had in a very long time. Well, that and the medicine.

“Um hum,” she acknowledged, closing her eyes and giving in to the sensations. Her arms still ached, but nothing like they had moments earlier. “Your hands feel good.” She hadn’t meant to blurt that out, but it was true, and she wouldn’t take it back. “Don’t stop.”

Warmth spread through her body at his deep chuckle. He didn’t stop. Instead, he massaged her scalp and combed her hair through his fingers. Tiressa was vaguely aware of the sound of his breathing, deep and regular. She didn’t protest when his hands settled on her shoulders and started working their magic on her tense muscles. Though the pain medicine made her pleasantly numb, her neck and shoulders were still tight from the tension during their little jaunt through the nebula storm.

The med-unit beeped a couple of times, and her brain fogged further, the room beginning to spin. More medicine. She groaned, knowing it would be infinitely safer to keep her wits about her. Unfortunately, it was way too late for that.

She enjoyed his hands on her neck and shoulders and soon just gave into the pleasure. It wasn’t like she could do anything about it if he decided to take over the ship, or, worse, kill her. She was stoned.

The med-unit closed over her body from shoulders to ankles and immediately a comfortable warmth suffused her body. There must have been more pain medicine because a fresh wave of dizziness and euphoria overtook her, and she didn’t fight it.

Delicious feelings swamped her body. It wasn’t hard to imagine it was Dubnikov who was making her feel so good. In this surreal moment, there was no way she could fight her attraction enough to banish him from her thoughts. Tiressa drifted somewhere between reality and a drug-induced dream, not even trying to separate the two.

He was truly a handsome man -- blond hair flowing to his shoulders, green eyes so vivid they looked like emeralds sparkling. Tiressa instinctively knew those eyes could freeze the soul or heat the body with one glance. In her case, her body was on fire. Warmth coiled deep within her belly, and she simply let it happen.

In her mind, Dubnikov’s hands roamed her body, soothing the aches in her muscles. Her legs. Her arms. His hands seemed to be everywhere. His fingertips grazed her abdomen to just below her breasts in feather-light touches, and Tiressa moaned.

“Do you still hurt, little warrior?”

Dubnikov’s voice seemed to come from far away even though she knew he was still next to her. “No,” she mumbled, not certain if she’d formed the word correctly. Her face seemed numb due to the pain medicine the med-unit had injected her with. It occurred to her she was at the mercy of a killer, but as long as she died in a pleasant haze, she didn’t really care. Everything felt too good for that.

His hands on her shoulders and face and head continued their easy massage, but so did the ones on her legs and the trunk of her body. She gasped when her breasts began to tingle. Her nipples pebbled under what felt like huge hands covering them, squeezing them gently. Dubnikov’s hands were certainly big enough to cover her breasts. It felt more like an exploratory touch, and somewhere in the recesses of her mind, she knew it was the med-unit healing any bruising to her chest. Unfortunately, to her drug-fogged brain, all she could process was that Dubnikov was playing with her body as if he owned it. As if he wanted her as much as she’d wanted him since the first time she’d seen him.

Tiressa was lost in pleasure. She knew it was mostly the drugs enhancing her carnal thoughts but couldn’t seem to drum up the energy to fight her way back to reality. Fact was, she wasn’t sure she wanted to. The fantasy was so much more wonderful. In the real world, Dubnikov was her enemy, or at the very least not her friend. He might have helped her through the nebula storm, but he’d benefited as much as she had. Probably more. If he killed her now, he’d have her ship to go anywhere he wanted. He could space her body, and she’d never be found.

Still, his hands were gentle in his steady massaging of her scalp and forehead. Her body burned and throbbed with sexual excitement she was helpless to fight. He might kill her, but at least she’d go happy.




Chapter Three

 

Yuri continued to let his hands explore the silky hair of Tiressa’s head. He’d made good use of his time while she was in the med-unit and had the computer read her bio to him. Tiressa Sabian seemed to be as straightforward as her bio suggested. She’d certainly not pulled any punches with him. He definitely liked that. He wouldn’t have to worry about where he stood with her.

Now, she seemed to tolerate his touch easily enough, enjoyed it even, if the little moans she was making were any indication. The med-unit had no doubt pumped her full of drugs to kill the pain and infection, but he seriously doubted her reaction would have been any different no matter what. Assuming she’d drop her defenses long enough to let him get that close if she were stone cold sober. He’d already figured out she said exactly what she meant. Women like her were a rarity. He intended to enjoy this one as long as she’d let him.

“Oh, God…” Her voice trailed off, but he’d clearly understood her meaning. She squirmed in the med-unit, restless and edgy. Yuri backed off slightly, but still played in her wealth of silky dark hair. “Don’ stop.” Her words were slightly slurred, and he was certain she was dreaming. There was no way this woman would go willingly on a sexual rollercoaster with him if not for the drugs. Sad, but he knew it and accepted it.

“As much as I’d love to accommodate you, my sweet, I doubt I’d be doing either of us any favors.” He knew he needed to leave her hair alone, but touching it, stroking it, seemed to be a compulsion. He settled for twirling a strand of the silky stuff around one finger.

“If you stop, I might kill you when I get out of this thing.”

He chuckled. “Oh, I find it highly probable you would try, but I think we both know you wouldn’t succeed.”

“You ever had an attempt made on your life by a sexually frustrated woman?”

Her eyes opened for a brief moment and locked with his before slowly drifting closed as if she couldn’t hold them open any more. Yuri sighed and kissed her forehead. He’d never felt such attraction to any other person in his life as he felt for Tiressa. It probably had everything to do with the fact that she had no hidden agenda. She was what she was and made no apologies for it. It was exceedingly refreshing for a man imbedded so deeply in lies and intrigue.

Yuri went back to flight control and set their course. He couldn’t be sure her ship was free of tracking devices, so he didn’t dare take her to one of this many hole-ups and linger. Instead, he decided to sacrifice an older hideout he had in the sector and use the ship he kept stashed there. Besides, he had better medical equipment, and he wasn’t taking any chances she wouldn’t completely heal.

Tiressa was still in a deep sleep a couple of hours later when he arrived at the dead moon and flew into a cave within one of the many craters along the surface. Yuri checked the med-unit readout once to make sure it was safe to remove her before he released the dome covering her body and lifted her securely into his arms.

The ships were connected by an airlock tail to tail. Yuri carried Tiressa from one ship to the other, and left the moon, never to return. There was no way he could risk his cover. He was taking enough of a risk by having Tiressa with him, but he couldn’t make himself simply leave her there. She would be fine without him now but, for the first time in his life, he wanted something for himself. Perhaps it was wrong that he was going to take her without giving her a choice, but he’d deal with that later. There was no way he was leaving without her, and since he couldn’t stay without risking capture, he had no alternatives. There would likely be hell to pay later, but it would be worth it. Besides, he’d never been one to worry about consequences.

Once aboard his own ship, he put her in his own med-unit just to be sure. He’d removed her before the cycle had been completed on her ship and, while he made his escape into deep space, he’d have plenty of time before she woke. Man, was she gonna be pissed. He grinned. Should be fun.

Setting his heading and plotting a roundabout course, Yuri set the autopilot and went to see about his guest. His med-unit pronounced her free of injury, and she lay resting peacefully. A delicious thought came to him, and he simply couldn’t shake it. She’d probably serve his balls to him later, but he’d have fun before she did.

He left her where she was for the moment. Snug in the med-unit, resting quietly. Before he started playing, he needed to clean up. He’d been in the station holding cell for more than three days waiting for a transport to death, and he felt like he smelled worse than two-week-old rotted meat.

It took only a few minutes to run through the shower. Water being limited, the thing would only trickle for five minutes, anyway. But he felt much better. Clean. When he approached Tiressa again, Yuri grinned. For someone with so much fire, she looked as innocent as a babe in sleep.

Yuri lifted her from the table and securely into his arms. He crossed the corridor to his sleeping chamber, placed Tiressa on his bed and lay beside her, tucking her snugly next to him. Surprisingly, she merely mumbled something unintelligible and cuddled against his chest. Her head found that little niche between his right pectoral muscle and his shoulder and she threw an arm over his chest possessively before settling into a comfortable sleep once more.

Smiling, Yuri stroked her arm absently. He wondered what she’d do when she woke. He certainly had a few ideas but they probably wouldn’t happen. Oh, well. The fireworks should be fun.

* * *

Oh, God, something smelled good! Clean. Deliciously male. She was draped over a man, that much she knew, but she couldn’t remember who she’d gone to bed with. She ached all over and not necessarily in a good way. Which begged the question, what exactly had she done?

“Glad to see you’re back with me.” Tiressa’s eyes snapped open, and she pushed away from him until his big arms stopped her. “Just where do you think you’re going?”

“Let me go.” Her voice was tight. She tried to keep herself under control enough not to shriek, but she wasn’t sure how long that would last. She was scared half out of her mind because Yuri Dubnikov had her at his mercy. And turned on beyond belief -- because Yuri Dubnikov had her at his mercy.

“Why should I do that? I’m enjoying myself.”

“Let me up, or I’ll gut you like a goddamned fish.” Her reply through clenched teeth didn’t seem to faze him in the least.

“You’re welcome to try, little one, but I don’t think you’re a match for me physically.”

Just because he pissed her off, Tiressa drove her thumb into the place where his muscles came together in his armpit as hard as she could and rolled. Or tried to roll. The big man rolled with her until she was securely pinned beneath him, his body between her legs in a most intimate position. His chest was flush against her breasts, and she bit back a whimper at the contact. Thank God for her dark complexion because Tiressa was sure she blushed from head to toe. This was not what she’d envisioned when she’d tried to make good her escape. She was usually better than this in a fight.

When the hard ridge of his cock grazed her sex, Tiressa was sure her eyes rolled back in her head. The erotic dreams she’d had came slamming home, and she felt every second of the unfulfilled lust. He flexed his hips once. Sweat broke out all over her body and she trembled.

“Ahh, you like that. Yes?”

“Get off me.” Her order was more a breathless whisper, and she wasn’t even sure she really meant it.

For a moment he simply looked at her, flexing his hips easily, lazily. Before Tiressa realized it, she had wrapped her legs around his waist, dug her heels into his butt, and was urging him on.

“Doesn’t seem like you want me off you.” And still he kept on lazily pumping his hips. Tiressa couldn’t take her eyes from his. It was like he’d captured her instead of him being her captive. Hell, that was exactly the way it was. There was no way she’d ever get the upper hand again, and it excited the hell out of her.

Finally, with a resigned sigh, Tiressa wrapped her arms around his neck and pulled him down for a kiss. It wasn’t the smartest thing she’d ever done, and she’d regret it later, but she hadn’t been with a man in a very long time. Even then, she’d never been with a man like this. He was so big, he nearly dwarfed her smaller frame. It was a heady feeling, indeed. She needed more.

Dubnikov seemed to know the instant she surrendered, because he took control of the kiss and deepened it into a hungry, needy thing. He slid against her easily, yet with enough force to get her really hot and bothered. In that moment, she’d have gladly surrendered her body to anything he damn well wanted as long as he kept making her feel like this.

His tongue thrust deep into her mouth like she longed for his cock to do inside her cunt. Rough hands molded one breast with surprising gentleness while the other tangled in her hair to angle her head just the way he wanted it. It wasn’t long before Tiressa was completely lost in the mayhem he was creating in her body.

She’d never felt so wonderfully, deliciously alive! It was as if every nerve ending were screaming for release and only this man in her arms could give it to her. When his mouth left hers to blaze a path from her cheek to her ear, she groaned aloud and held him as tightly as he held her.

“Are you ready, my lovely? Are you ready to come for me?” His husky whisper was the most erotic thing next to her ear causing a fresh round of goose bumps to erupt over her skin. She shivered uncontrollably now, needing release like she’d never needed anything in her life.

“Oh, God, yes. Please!”

Abruptly, he stopped and pulled back to look at her. Intense green eyes held her gaze, and the look on his face was anything but playful.

“Say my name, Tiressa.”

For a moment she was confused. Her head spun with lust and need, and he expected her to remember his name?

“Dubnikov?”

He growled and flexed his hips again. “My name is Yuri. Say it!”

“Yuri!”

He grunted his approval and dipped his head to her neck to lick a long path from her collarbone, up her chin, to her mouth. “You will scream my name when I make you come, my Tiressa. And make no mistake --” He nipped her bottom lip and she yelped. “-- you are mine.”

Tiressa should have been scared. She should have pushed with all her might and fought like a wild woman to get away, but she didn’t. She couldn’t. If she didn’t come, she was sure she’d die. There had never been such an overwhelming feeling of helpless lust taking over her good sense. There was no way she could scrape together even an ounce of self-preservation if her life depended on it, and it very well might.

Her breath came in little gasps as Dubnikov continued his thrusting, this time sucking her neck slightly. “Say it,” he growled against her skin. “Say you’re mine, or I leave you like this.”

She bit her lip to keep from doing just what he ordered. Instinctively, she knew he’d hold her to it.

“Do it, Tiressa.” His voice was softer now, more of a seduction than a command. “Tell me you’re mine. Tell me you want to know the pleasure only I can give you. I know you’ve never felt like this before. I can feel it in the way you’re trembling in my arms. Hear it in the way you haven’t told me to go fuck myself like you did before. You want me, and no other man will ever do for you.” He tightened his grip in her hair and pulled her back to look at him once more before growling almost ferally. “Tell me!”

“Yes,” she found herself whispering. “I’m yours.”

And just like that, her orgasm crested and washed over her with the force of a dam breaking. “Yuri!” The scream tore from her lips in a ragged, raging explosion matching the force of her completion. She squeezed Dubnikov’s hips convulsively with her legs, needing him closer, knowing that this stimulation wouldn’t be enough. She wouldn’t be satisfied until he exploded deep inside her.

Her orgasm lasted several seconds as she pushed through it. She felt her own intimate moisture gush from her cunt and knew she’d made a mess of herself and her clothes. Still, the spasms continued to ravage her lower body, until finally they faded with a pleasant but insistent tingle telling her she needed more.

Tiressa lay there, clinging to Dubnikov, dazed and confused. What had she just done? For the first time in her life, she felt like crying. She’d finally found a man she couldn’t handle, a man who made her feel like a woman, and he had to be the galaxy’s most wanted. Not only that, but he’d likely kill her before it was all over. Maybe it was the force of her attraction, or maybe just that she’d never known she could feel anything so intense, but she could do nothing other than hold him close and try her best not to let him go.

Oh, this was bad. This was way bad.

And damned if she didn’t give a flying fuck.




Chapter Four

 

Yuri was as hard as a titanium rod. He wanted Tiressa. Badly. After he’d made her come, he’d kissed her gently, savoring her confusion and indecision and counting himself lucky she hadn’t kneed him in the nuts. He knew he could have taken her then, but what would the fun of that have been? She’d have just regretted it later. At least this way she had something to think about. Something to consider and wonder about.

He’d left her in his bed while he’d gone to the helm to start the double backs and course changes and corrections that would confuse anyone trying to follow them to his hole-up. He intended to get them there safely and without unwelcome guests. Once there, he’d set about seducing her in earnest. If he could intrigue her just enough to keep her interest without raising too many questions he wasn’t ready to answer just yet, she might stick around for a while before he had to let her go. He might make her want to stay, period.

Tiressa didn’t come near him for a while. It was probably a couple of hours before he heard her light footsteps enter the control room. He didn’t look at her as she took the co-pilot’s seat next to him, but he was acutely and completely aware of her every move. She folded herself into the chair with all the grace of a queen sitting on her throne, but with the supple movements of a dancer. She folded those long legs beneath her and just stared at him.

“Something on your mind?” He didn’t look at her, but pretended to enter information into the console. He checked headings, calculated hyperspace jumps he had no intention of making -- anything to make himself look busy and not like he was hanging on her every word.

“Why?” From anyone else, that one word would have sounded confused or accusatory. From Tiressa, it was more contemplative, as if she was sizing up her next move. Yuri had no doubt that was exactly what she was doing.

“Why what?”

“Why did…” She cut herself off and started again. “Why didn’t you come too?”

He raised an eyebrow. “My, but you’re direct, aren’t you?” He glanced her way then, showing enough interest to let her know he gave her question serious thought but not so much that she knew how hard it was for him to remember how difficult it had been to leave her there before he’d finished. He’d had a boner the size of a space cruiser! Even now, he wanted to stroke himself off right there while she watched. No. It wouldn’t do for her to figure that part out. Not yet, at least. “I didn’t come because I have no intention of coming anywhere but inside that delectable little body of yours.”

There was a long pause while she thought about that.

“What if I don’t want you to come inside me?”

“In that case, I’ll have to convince you otherwise.”

“Why is that so important? I have a birth control implant. It’s not like I could get pregnant or anything. What would you have to gain?”

He did look at her then. He wanted the full weight of his lust to show. Wanted her to understand he meant business. “Because that kind of intimacy forms a lasting bond, and I have every intention of keeping you, Tiressa. Make no mistake. This isn’t a game for me. Not that part, anyway.” He gave her his best wicked grin. “The rest of it… well, that’s the ultimate game. How far can I push you before you simply do what I want in order to gain satisfaction?”

Her face hardened, and her jaw tightened. She obviously didn’t like that idea. Good. He wanted her on edge. He wanted her fully focused on him, to be wary of him. It would make her surrender all the more complete.

“So, exactly where are you taking me?”

He turned back to the console and smothered another smile. “Think of it as an extended vacation.”

“My company might not care so much about me, but my cargo was pretty damned expensive. When I don’t show up in a reasonable amount of time, they will look for me.”

“Look, but they won’t find. I’ve been hiding from official channels for the better part of my adult life, and I’m still here. With the bounty on my head and the things I’m accused of, if anyone could find me, believe me, they would turn me in. No one is going to find us.”

“That’s not the answer I wanted,” she muttered. Tiressa turned to the viewscreen and crossed her arms over her chest. “I don’t suppose this thing has an escape pod I could use.”

“Sure. If you have the code to make it work. Which I’m not giving you.”

“Great. Just fucking great.”

* * *

What a fine mess she’d gotten herself into. They’d been flying for hours through sectors of space she’d never even heard of. Her eyelids were getting heavy, but she dared not close them. There was no telling where she’d end up next if she did. She might still not know exactly where she was, but at least she knew how she’d gotten there. Space was a big “empty,” but if one knew how to read a navigational system, one could still find road maps. Even if it was in nothing but trace gasses. In something as empty as space, every particle was a distinctive feature.

Unfortunately, she probably missed as much as she caught. Every move Yuri made caught her eye. She was so acutely aware of him even the slight, masculine spice of his aftershave distracted her. She wanted nothing more than to bury her nose in his neck and inhale deeply. Tiressa could still smell him on her clothes from where he’d pressed so intimately against her earlier.

The little whimper escaped before she could stop it, and she immediately bit her lip to keep anything else from slipping out. Like, “Please fuck me before I have to do something drastic.”

“What was that?” He was looking at her as if he could read her mind.

“I didn’t say anything,” she bit out between her teeth. Tiressa was more angry with herself for letting the little sound slip and giving herself away than she was with him for pushing her. He had an agenda, and he was going for it. She was actually a little flattered, but damn, it would definitely not be in her best interest to give in to what they both were obviously craving. He was wanted for High Crimes. Once caught, he’d be put to death, likely on the spot. If she were found with him, what would happen to her?

“No, but you were thinking something.”

“What I was thinking had nothing to do with you.”

He actually snorted at that. “You’re not a very good liar.”

“I’m not lying. I was --”

“Your every thought now is centered squarely on me. You’d be a fool for them not to be. I have, after all, kidnapped you and told you I plan on seducing you. Not to mention that I’m the most wanted man in history. If the media is to be believed, I’ve killed more people than even the Germans during Old Earth’s Second World War. I’ve killed entire planets of people just because I needed their world’s resources to further my quest for domination of the universe and, if caught while you’re with me, you’ll likely be found guilty by association.”

She scowled at him. “Bastard.”

“No, but I’m sure my mother isn’t too proud.”

“For someone who’s trying to ‘seduce’ me, as you put it, you’re not trying very hard. If you think you can get me to do anything you want just because I’m attracted to you, you’re sadly mistaken. I won’t sell my soul for sex, even great sex.”

“All I’m saying is, perhaps, you shouldn’t believe everything you hear.”

“So, all those people didn’t actually die at your hands? How do you explain the planets full of dead people?”

“We’ll get to that. First, I have to know how much I can trust you.”

“And if you find you can’t trust me?”

“Then it’s a secret I’ll take to my grave. I’m not letting you go, my lovely. And I plan on tearing down your defenses until you don’t want to let me go, either.”

She gave him a level stare. “I think you have a very high opinion of yourself, Mr. Dubnikov.”

“On the contrary. I am a killer, and not a very bright one, as you may find out later. But not in the way you think. All you need to know right now is that I swear on my life I did not do the horrible things I’m accused of.”

“And if you did, your word wouldn’t be worth spit.”

Her reply seemed to startle him, but he tipped a mock salute and said, “Touché.”

“So, I guess we’re at a standstill.”

“On the contrary. Nothing’s changed except I’ll have to work harder to prove my innocence to you.” He turned to her again. This time, he stood. Tiressa’s reflex action was to stand also and take a step back. “If I’d wanted to hurt you, I could have done it a dozen times before now.”

If she’d had any sense, Tiressa would have kicked him in the nuts. If she’d had any sense. Unfortunately, her curiosity was always her weakness, and there was so much to be curious about right now. Like, if Yuri was really innocent, why was he being framed? Like what that big, hard body looked like under his T-shirt.

She turned away from him and groaned. The mental image she’d just had was borderline obscene and probably illegal in most sectors. No way. No fucking way was she getting caught up in whatever he was into. Not for a good lay. Not for a hot body. The man was one seriously hot specimen, but he could kill her with a flick of his wrist. He was dangerous.

“I tell you what.” He crossed his arms over that massive chest and leaned against the bulkhead nonchalantly. “What if I let you secure me to the wall in restraints like I was on your ship? You get to explore what you’re missing, and I can’t do anything you don’t want me to.”

Fuck. He would come up with something like that to take away some of the risk. “It’s still not a good idea.”

He gave her a slow, sexy smile then. “But you didn’t say ‘no’.”

“Fuck,” she swore and turned to pace away from him. “I’m not doing this.”

“Then why were you just looking at the cuffs lying on the back console?” He cocked an eyebrow and nodded to the device in question. He would have to have seen that. Asshole. “One time, Tiressa. You can explore to your heart’s content with no risk.” His voice was a dangerous mix of seduction and taunting. Tiressa had never been called a coward in her life. She was too tough for that, with the muscle to back it up. But in one sentence, this man made her feel like a scared little girl being called out on a dare.

“Fine,” she groused. “But don’t think this will change anything. I’m simply scratching an itch…” She thought about leaving it there, but she couldn’t help adding, “…and paying you back for the last time.”

Dubnikov merely chuckled. “Whatever works for you, my lovely. I merely want another taste of you. However I can get it.”

Oh, damn! Just like that, Tiressa was on fire. Sweat beaded her upper lip, and her belly clenched. She absolutely had to have this man, shackled or not,. The thought that once he was secured to the wall she’d have him helpless and could return to civilized space and get rid of him crossed her mind, but she swiftly rejected it. Not only would that mean she couldn’t explore his body to her heart’s content, but it was a dirty, underhanded thing to do. Despite what he was accused of, he hadn’t done anything to her, and she was a firm believer in innocent until proven guilty. If she was wrong, and he turned on her, she’d regret her actions now, but her gut told her he was on the up and up. She hadn’t made it this far in life by ignoring her instincts, and she wasn’t about to start now.

Without another word, Yuri whipped his shirt over his head, and Tiressa’s world turned upside down. His body was perfection in a creamy skin. Made for sex. Sex with her. He was her every wet dream come true. Hollows and ridges painted his torso and arms with delicious, sexy muscle all roped in prominent veins. His hair fell over his shoulders like spun silk, and her fingers itched to tangle in the thick mane.

He didn’t remove his pants, but moved to the wide bulkhead in the back of the control room and held out his hands for her to fasten the restrictor cuffs on him. Raising an eyebrow, he looked at her with a mocking smile, as if she would somehow be letting him down if she changed her mind.

Why it mattered to her, she couldn’t fathom. The only reason that came to mind was temporary insanity related to an overdose of lust. By God, the man was walking, talking, sizzling sex. Green eyes snagged hers and, before she realized what she’d done, she’d picked up the cuffs and snapped them securely around his wrists with shaking hands. She took both of his hands in hers and raised them over his head, her breasts fitting snugly against his chest as she stretched over him. With a little click, the restrictor cuffs stuck fast to the wall, and Tiressa stood back to admire the man before her.




Chapter Five

 

The brazen beauty didn’t bother to hide her lust. Good. If they started out with truth, it would be easier to find the ultimate satisfaction. She looked at him like she wanted to eat him. Her eyes wandered the expanse of his torso to what was most likely an impressive bulge. Heaven knew he was harder than he’d ever been in his life. Never had he wanted a woman so badly.

And he would have her. Not just for now, but forever. He’d known it the moment he’d laid eyes on her. It had been that way with his father, and his father before him. Yuri didn’t question his feelings, simply accepted them.

Tiressa finally stepped closer to him, as she’d been when she’d fastened his wrists to the bulkhead. This time, she ran her fingertips lightly over his chest and abdomen. Her breathing was deep and even, her lips parted. Warm breath fanned his chest and neck as she exhaled, and Yuri longed for those lips to explore his skin the way her hands did.

He watched in fascination as her hands found their way to his breeches and deftly unfastened them. There was a moment’s jealousy as he wondered how many times she’d done the same thing to other men, but it immediately vaporized at the first brush of her fingers on his engorged cock. As long as she kept doing that, he didn’t care. What mattered now was keeping her with him from here on out. He’d have to prove himself worthy, and he’d definitely enjoy the proving.

Tiressa stroked and caressed his shaft, testing the weight of his balls and running her fingers up and down its rigid length. Her focus seemed completely on every throb of his member. She actually licked her lips before sinking to her knees and licking him from base to tip.

Yuri could no more hold in his hiss of pleasure than he could have quit breathing. Her tongue felt like warm honey flowing over him, and when she enveloped the head of his cock he knew his eyes permanently crossed. She hummed on the backstroke only to suck him back down again. She didn’t look up at him, as most women would have. This was for her pleasure, not his -- which was fine with him. She was exploring to her heart’s content and, hopefully, readying him to satisfy her even more.

Over and over she sucked his cock down as far as she could before pulling back and licking around the head only to take him down again. It wasn’t long before she had him groaning with every pull and lick of her talented tongue and lips. Never once did she look at him, but braced her hands on his thighs, her eyes closed, and sucked his cock like it was her favorite lollipop.

Yuri didn’t hold back. He let her know exactly how much he loved what she was doing with every moan and growl. Sweat beaded his skin as he held on to his orgasm by sheer force of will. There was no way in hell he was going to spend himself inside her hot little mouth before he got a chance to fuck her. He meant what he said earlier about coming inside her, and her mouth wasn’t what he had in mind.

Finally, she let his cock go with a little pop and stood. Her dark hair fell around her shoulders in waves, her lips swollen with her effort.

“You’re really enjoying this, aren’t you?” Her question was more a statement. She had a little, knowing smile, but also a look of wonder as if she hadn’t expected he’d enjoy getting head from a beautiful, passionate woman.

“Absolutely. Couldn’t you tell?” He knew his smile was a bit strained, but that was OK. Let her see how hard it was to hold on.

“Then why won’t you come?” She looked excited, but a little disappointed.

Yuri didn’t hesitate in his response. “Because I will never take my pleasure without seeing to yours first. If that means I suffer for a while, then so be it. I’ll come, but not before you do.”

She gave him a confused look for a moment before wrapping her arms around his neck, and kissing him with so much passion Yuri thought they’d spontaneously combust. He wasn’t sure why his response seemed to please her so much, but he was definitely glad. He would have her. Not just her body, but her heart, as well. And what Yuri set his mind to doing, he did. Always.

* * *

Tiressa could never remember a time in her life when someone had put her pleasure ahead of his. Yet here was a man she didn’t know. A man who, by all accounts, was a cold-blooded killer. And he was holding himself back until he gave her pleasure. Was this some kind of game, or was he for real? The idea was at odds with everything she thought she knew about him. Just one more reason for her to reevaluate her situation.

She loved the way he tasted, the way his tongue danced with hers. He didn’t try to control the kiss, but she found herself surrendering to him, nonetheless. His tongue licked at the inside of her mouth, and she opened willingly for him. Just the feel of his mouth and tongue and lips sent her heart racing. If there were no other way to touch him, this one sensation would have turned her on like nothing else. The man definitely knew how to kiss.

Muscles bunched and flexed beneath her touch, and she rubbed her body against his much like a cat might. She remembered what it had been like to have him over her and completely in control and regretted using the cuffs.

Fuck it. It had been his idea, anyway. She’d do what damage she could in their limited position, then see what her gut told her to do next.

On some level, Tiressa knew he was right. She was his. When it had happened or how exactly, she wasn’t sure. She only knew that she had to have more of him than a few rounds of mind-blowing sex would allow. He’d said he hadn’t committed those horrible crimes, and her instincts said he was telling the truth. She’d give him the benefit of the doubt for now. It might cause her significant heartache later, but she was nothing if not a risk taker.

Backing away from him with quick, jerky movements, Tiressa shrugged out of her flight suit. She didn’t bother removing her panties, instead simply pulled the crotch to the side and slid up his body to impale herself on his shaft. Both of them groaned.

Yuri strained against his bonds, muscles bunching as he tried to touch her. The cuffs held fast, though, and Tiressa smiled as she began a slow, rocking glide up and down his cock. He thrust his pelvis at her, driving himself deeper into her depths. She knew he wanted free, but he said nothing. He merely moved as much as he could, actually controlling the tempo of their mating from his confines.

She gripped his hips with her thighs, her knees bent. The tops of her feet were braced on his lower thighs just above his knees for leverage. Up and down she slid over him as fast as the awkward position would allow. She wrapped her arms around his neck and simply held on as she rode him. His snarls and growls were all the encouragement she needed. He was definitely enjoying this as much as she was.

Catching sight of herself and her captive in the window was Tiressa’s undoing. Her climax hit her almost immediately and with the force of a nuclear detonation. She threw back her head and gripped Yuri’s shoulders as she screamed his name. Pleasure consumed her as she clung to Yuri. She thrashed on his dick, reveling in the sensations and so very grateful she’d given in to her desires. It was the most intense experience of her life. Including her trip through the nebula storm.

Yuri’s cock throbbed inside her, but he hadn’t come. She knew she should wonder about that. He’d said he’d only come inside her, and she realized she hadn’t even used the standard genital shield. She had a moment to realize that maybe he hadn’t enjoyed himself as much as she had, and the unexpected pain drove away the last, fading remnants of pleasure from her body. Anger quickly replaced hurt as she let herself slide to the deck. His cock slid from her body to slap wetly against her belly.

Tiressa was lightheaded and instinctively braced against Yuri’s hard chest to steady herself. When she realized what she was doing, she pushed away only to sink to the floor on weak knees. She knew she was revealing far too much about how their encounter had affected her, but she was too drained to really care.

What she did care about was the metallic scrape followed by big, brawny arms surrounding her and lifting her. “What the… How did you…?” She was so frazzled she couldn’t complete her question, but in reality, she didn’t really care how he’d gotten loose. All that mattered was she was in his arms and this time he was the aggressor.

In a few long strides, Yuri took her to his bed and tossed her on top of the covers only to follow her down and cover her body with his.

“Now, my Tiressa, it’s my turn.”

His voice was gruff and husky. His eyes sparkled with lust. Tiressa expected to feel the blunt tip of his cock pushing at her folds, but instead he moved slowly down her body. He tasted her flesh, laving his way to her breast. Each nipple received ample attention as he licked the peaks with a long, flat lick of his tongue. The damp, puckered skin pebbled as cool air gently brushed her body from the vent circulating air throughout the ship. Involuntarily, Tiressa arched her back, offering her breasts to him. It was completely reflexive, and she quickly realized holding herself in check was not an option. Yuri demanded honest reactions from her as surely as if he’d spoken the command.

Lower and lower he ventured, delving his tongue into her navel, kissing the soft swell of her lower abdomen. Tiressa held her breath, knowing if he kissed her lower, she might well explode again.

Sure enough, one swipe of his tongue through her swollen lips, and an orgasm washed over her again. She thrashed and bucked, unable to hold herself still, but Yuri held on. He wrapped his arms around her thighs and rode her bucking body with great skill.

And he kept on loving her with his mouth. The man definitely had skill. Tiressa wasn’t sure how long he kept her like that, but sweat dripped from her exhausted body before he crawled back up the bed to cover her with his big body once again. He didn’t say anything, only gave one, sure thrust and buried himself deep inside her, triggering yet another orgasm.

Tiressa wasn’t sure she’d survive. Already she was trembling and exhausted, and it looked like Yuri was just getting started.

“Look at me, Tiressa.” She hadn’t realized she’d closed her eyes, but when he spoke she complied automatically. “I’m not sure why you pulled away from me back there, but I can probably guess. I didn’t come because I didn’t want to do it as a passive lover. I’m first and foremost a predator. Taking my pleasure while chained is just not my style.”

“Speaking of which, how did you get out of those cuffs?” Tiressa had more important things on her mind, but she needed to take a break and collect her wits.

He smiled and tapped his temple. “Cybernetic implants. I’m linked with this ship and everything the computer interacts with. The cuffs were for your benefit, but once you’d gone as far as you could, I wasn’t about to wait around for you to nurture your doubts. I take what I want, Tiressa. And I want you.”

* * *

Yuri watched his little Tiressa closely. Every move, every kiss, every touch of her skin was designed to maximize her pleasure. He had to hook her with this first encounter. He had to make this the best sex of her life. It was important to him. He wanted to just sink into her and finally find some relief, but there was no way he could do anything less than blow her ever-loving mind. She was that kind of woman. Nothing less than the very best would do for her.

With every stroke of his body, Tiressa began to come alive again. He watched her building passion with fascination and pride. She was so fucking beautiful! Lust and pleasure really agreed with her, and Yuri vowed right then he’d do everything in his power to watch that look of complete rapture on her face every day for the rest of their lives.

Her light mocha skin seemed to shimmer with a coating of sweat as she moved beneath him. He found himself focusing on the way the darker hue of her skin contrasted with his lighter color. Yuri loved the way she clung to him, arching into him as she let him use his body to give her pleasure. Everything about this woman fascinated him on a level that went beyond physical. As he made love to her, knowing she was still unsure about him and his motivations, he was struck at how quickly and deeply he’d fallen for her. There was never a question as to if they’d be together. In his mind, they already were. She was the only woman for him, and he’d do anything he had to to keep her.

With that determination in mind, Yuri followed her lead even as he made sure he was in complete control. He watched her for subtle signs of discomfort and noticed everything that seemed to fan the fire within her. He built her pleasure until she dug her nails into his back and rode him as hard as she could, grinding her pelvis against his.

When Yuri was certain she’d had as much as she could take, he gave in to his own need and began to thrust in earnest. With a scream to do a banshee proud, Tiressa took her pleasure and came so hard Yuri was pretty sure she’d strangle his cock. She milked his cock as if she wanted nothing more than to have him explode within her body. With two more sound, hard strokes, Yuri did just that. Nothing could have prepared him for the sheer exhilaration of the moment. Why, he couldn’t say. Perhaps it was some primal, male need to mark what was his. Whatever the reason, Yuri clung to Tiressa as he howled his release and shuddered in her arms as the last effects made his body quiver weakly.

Immediately, he rolled them to their sides, though he didn’t release her, nor did his cock slip from her body. He pulled her leg high on his hips so he could stay that way as long as possible.

“Are you all right?” He asked his question even though he wasn’t sure he was all right, himself. Physically, he’d never been more spent. Emotionally, he was terrified she’d still want to leave.

“Wow,” she said, her eyes wide and searching his. “I’ve never…”

“Good.” He smiled and kissed her nose. “I’ve never, either.”

They didn’t say anything more for a while, just looked at each other. Yuri got the impression she was trying to figure him out, and he was all too happy to let her wonder. The longer he kept her attention, the better his chances of keeping her.

“So, what now?” she finally asked. “Where do we go from here?”

“I’ve got something I need to do, and I was hoping you could help me. You’re a great pilot and aren’t new to the transport business. I’ve got some deliveries to make, and I could really use a partner.”

Tiressa didn’t answer immediately, and Yuri could clearly see indecision in her eyes. “What would I be transporting? I’ll tell you up front, I refuse to transport weapons of any kind. It’s too dangerous, and I don’t care how good a fuck you are, I’m not setting myself up for a death sentence.”

He chuckled. That was expected, and the least of his worries. “Nothing of the kind, my sweet. I need you to help me deliver supplies. Food, mostly, but other things like clothing and other basic necessities, as well. I’m offering you a chance to see why I’m the most wanted man in several galaxies.” He raised an eyebrow, knowing she’d take it as a challenge. “Think you’re up to it?”

“Oh, you did not go there.” She pushed him back a little, but didn’t let go of him, or move her lower body. Yuri was still deeply imbedded within her despite having just come. “As long as it’s not something illegal, I can hold my own with any transport officer anywhere.”

“I didn’t say it wasn’t illegal. Where we’re going, it’s highly illegal, but it’s necessary. How much are you willing to risk to help people who truly need it?”




Chapter Six

 

Tiressa should have had her doubts, but for some reason, she didn’t. She found she believed Yuri when he said the inhabitants of Deblin 4 weren’t dead. This was one of the planets he was accused of targeting for genocide. If they weren’t dead, why was he accused of killing them? When she’d asked, his face had tightened into an angry, determined frown, and he’d replied, “You’ll see.” Curiosity was a bitch.

“You’ll pilot the cargo ship, I’ll fly the fighter escort.” They sat in the control room, Yuri piloting the ship through an asteroid belt effortlessly. Tiressa admired his skill as a pilot, as well as the strong, muscled arms as they bunched with his movements.

Tiressa raised an eyebrow. “What makes you think I trust you that much? You could easily turn on me. Shoot down my ship.”

“It wouldn’t serve a purpose. If I’d wanted you dead, I could have killed you here.” He raised an eyebrow challengingly.

“I’ll want to inspect the cargo. Make sure you’re not having me transport weapons of mass destruction or some shit,” she countered, raising her chin a notch.

“It’s mostly food. I could poison it, and you’d never know.” He actually grinned at her this time. “We can do this all day if you like, but I’m sure I could think of more pleasurable activities.”

“You’re an ass, Dubnikov.” She tried to scowl at him, but his grin was infectious. There were innumerable reasons not to trust him, and only one for her to take him at his word. Blind instinct. Everything inside her wanted to believe him.

It wasn’t just the sex, either. She’d had great sex before, though never anything that touched her as deeply as it had with Yuri. He just didn’t fit the profile of a killer. But was she willing to risk her life on that assumption? Normally, there was no way. She wasn’t one to risk her life frivolously, but she knew without a doubt she was willing to trust Yuri enough to do what he asked of her.

“Maybe,” he conceded, “but I’ve never claimed otherwise, so at least I’m honest about it.” She snorted, but said nothing else. Instead, she curled her legs up in the co-pilot’s seat and waited.

They didn’t talk much after that. They flew in compatible silence for an hour before they approached a large asteroid. At first, Tiressa thought they’d land on the surface, but as they approached, she saw a crater in the surface that opened up into a cave hidden by the natural lay of the rock. When they passed the cave entrance, there was a shift in gravity and a slight jolt of the ship as they passed into what seemed like a normal atmosphere. Instead of the nearly zero friction of space, there was an atmosphere, causing a significant drag on the ship’s momentum. Yuri deftly flew the ship into the cave several hundred meters before landing them and doing a quick post landing check.

“There’s a force field just inside the entrance to hold in an artificial atmosphere. Think of it as a hangar.”

“Is the air breathable?” This was the most fascinating piece of engineering she’d ever seen. Especially for one man. He definitely had resources.

“Absolutely. This is a small space station housing myself and three others, though there is room for six to live comfortably.”

“I see. Quite a feat for four people.”

“It’s not just us -- at least, it didn’t used to be. And we were set up here for a completely different purpose.” Yuri finished his systems check and powered the ship down before turning back to her. “You see, we were supposed to be the monsters I’ve been named. The only problem was we figured out what they were wanting us to do and changed the plan.”

He stood and held his hand for her. Tiressa took it automatically, and he gently urged her to her feet. Pressing a sequence of buttons, Yuri opened the gangway, and they walked down the ramp. Yuri seemed to like holding her hand, and laced his fingers through hers as they walked through the hangar to the inner part of the station.

Down a long corridor, they entered the first door on the right. There was a big table and six chairs, but not much else. On the far wall, a console blinked with blue and amber lights above a hollowed out space that glowed with a blue energy field. Tiressa guessed it was some kind of food processor, though she’d never seen one like it.

Then she noticed the three men standing in the corner looking at another wall console. None of them seemed to notice they’d arrived, they were so deep in conversation.

“If we approach with one ship from the near moon’s dark side, and simultaneously from the inner rings, the ship launched from the moon should be overlooked and make it through,” one man said. His voice was rich and deep, but he was probably the scariest son of a bitch Tiressa had ever seen. Nearly seven feet tall, he carried enough muscle bulk for his size and more, and his face was a mixture of harsh angles and scars. Not a handsome face at all, and one she’d prefer not to meet alone.

“True,” one who bore a striking resemblance to Yuri said, his voice accented slightly in Russian, “but we’ll have to be careful. If we’re too obvious, they’ll catch on to us and leave the second ship open to attack. We’ll have to send one fighter escort with both, and that itself will be suspicious.”

“I have a solution,” Yuri spoke up, tugging Tiressa closer to his side and tightening his grip on her hand. Three pairs of eyes turned toward them.

A man with hair as dark as a raven’s wing who’d yet to speak raised an eyebrow and nodded toward Tiressa. “New recruit, Yuri?”

“Not for you, Storm.” Yuri let go of her hand then, but only to put his arm around her and pull her against his body, obviously staking a claim. Tiressa had to suppress a giggle she was sure Yuri would definitely not appreciate. “She’s here to pilot the second freighter.”

The other three men looked at each other but said nothing. The one called Storm spoke to Tiressa. “Can you handle this? There’s no shame if you can’t -- we just need to know now before we lose everything we’ve spent months stockpiling.”

Tiressa didn’t hesitate. “I can fly any freighter-sized ship you need me to. Whether I can handle the actual mission has yet to be seen, since I’m not certain exactly what to expect.”

Storm nodded his head and looked back to Yuri. “At least she’s honest. Can she handle it?”

Yuri shrugged, but kept his arm firmly around Tiressa. “If I didn’t think so, I certainly wouldn’t have involved her. This is dangerous, and I don’t like it, but once I saw her flying abilities, I knew I didn’t have much of a choice.”

“I’m assuming you’re planning on flying her escort?” the tall blond asked. He wasn’t as bulky as the others, but looked no less dangerous.

“Absolutely, Dmitry. You don’t think I’m trusting any of you, do you?” Yuri smiled wickedly, and the others laughed, but if Tiressa were betting, she’d wager he was only half joking.

The huge man with chestnut-colored hair crossed his arms over his chest. The scars on his face seemed accented in the lighting of the room, but his voice was deep and smooth. If she listened to his voice for long, he could easily lull her into a sexual haze that would fog her brain. “So, who is this vision of loveliness, Yuri? It’s impolite not to make introductions. Especially if we’re trusting her with the most important part of the mission.” Tiressa didn’t miss the censure thinly veiled in his question. This man didn’t like the change of plans, and Tiressa could see his point.

“I’m Tiressa Sabian, formerly a transport pilot with the Davion Company.”

Storm raised an eyebrow. “I’ve heard of you. You’re the only pilot in the sector who hasn’t been jacked. Rumor is…”

“Completely true,” Tiressa interrupted. No point expounding when they obviously knew the story. “And having it circulated has served me well over the years.”

“Satisfied, Hawk?” Yuri gave a level look to the brown-haired man.

“Unless she proves otherwise, I suppose I’ll have to be. You seem to trust her, and you’ve always been a good judge of character.” He paused a moment before adding, “If you’re thinking with your brain, that is.”

In that instant, Yuri’s expression hardened to one so deadly Tiressa flinched and would have stepped back had he not pulled her against his body with one hard arm. “You’re free to leave if you think I’m compromised in any way, Hawk.”

The other man raised his hands and looked away. “Wouldn’t dream of it, boss. I just never expected you to bring an outsider here, is all. We agreed we’d keep this among ourselves and not involve anyone else. The fewer people who know about it, the better. The Consolidation already knows about your involvement, and look what they’ve done to you. If they find out everyone else is involved…”

“You don’t have to explain the risks to me,” Yuri snapped. “It was my idea. It’s my life that has been forever changed. The rest of you can go on about your business if you want to, but I’m branded a criminal of the worst sort. And as to how that happened… well, you don’t think it was by accident, do you? I leaked the information. They know me and what I’m capable of. If they knew about me, there was a good chance they’d not look any farther. I’ve given my life for this project. I’m not about to jeopardize it now.”

Hawk and Storm looked slightly shocked. Dmitry did not. He only looked grimly satisfied, as if something he’d long suspected had just been confirmed.

“You’re an ass, Yuri,” Storm spat. “We all agreed to do this. We all gave up our lives and any chance of a normal existence. Why should you take all the risk?”

“Because it was my idea. I’m willing to accept your help, but I’m not condemning all of you to a life on the run. When you’re ready to leave, you’ll be able to. I’ll see to it in any way I can.”

The four men looked at each other for a moment before Hawk spoke up. “Well, we’re getting our share of the danger anyway, boys. If all goes as planned, every Consolidation ship in the area will be after us. So whoever is flying that freighter better be damned good.”

“Do it by remote,” Yuri said. “The ship will be sacrificed. That was always the plan, even if we never said it. By the time they realize what we’ve done, we’ll be back here safe and sound.”

Dmitry nodded. “I’ll get on it. I’ll ride with Hawk in the second fighter and fly it from there.”

“Get to it, then. I’d like to get on the go within the next twenty-four hours. The one remaining hidden colony needs these goods.”




Chapter Seven

 

For the next several hours, Tiressa spent her time studying and familiarizing herself with the freighter she was expected to fly. There was nothing fancy about it, but the shields were much stronger than her ship’s had been. It also had some firepower. She’d taken it out for a few test flights and ran some basic maneuvers to get a feel for the craft, and was very pleased with the quality of the equipment the men had at their disposal.

She’d also watched official, classified documentaries on what had really happened on Deblin 4 and several other worlds. Apparently, Yuri had once been part of the Consolidation’s military command. When he’d refused to carry out orders that aided in the genocide, they’d named him a traitor. Officially, he was public enemy number one. Unofficially, he was their scapegoat to explain everything away. Secretly, Tiressa wondered if there wasn’t more to it, but she said nothing.

“How did you manage to get all this stuff?” she’d asked Yuri when he finally dragged her off the ship and hurried her down the corridor.

“Stole it, mostly,” he replied matter-of-factly. “We jacked them, stripped them down, and went through every piece of electronics and metal we could short of melting them down to ensure there were no beacons to let the Consolidation home in on us.” He glanced at her out of the corner of his eye. “Is that a problem?”

“After viewing the surveillance footage meant for Consolidation Command? No problem at all. They’ve obviously got some kind of experiment going on down there, and it’s not for the betterment of mankind.”

“They were trying to create super soldiers,” Yuri explained as they went down the corridor. He stopped at a door, pressed his palm to the control pad, and practically yanked her inside. “What they did was kill a whole lot of people.”

As if the memory of it was too much for him to take, Yuri pulled Tiressa into his arms and covered her mouth with his. There were many questions Tiressa wanted to ask, but Yuri obviously needed a distraction. Needed not to dwell on what they were going into, and she was more than willing to help. In the very short time she’d spent around him, she’d learned about the man he tried so hard to hide from the others.

He was strong and deadly when necessary but, underneath it all, he was a kind-hearted man. He wanted so much to end these people’s suffering but was afraid it was too late. His only consolation was the small band of survivors hidden deep within the Deblin 4 jungles.

Yuri also did his best to protect the men he commanded here. Though they saw each other more as equals, the others followed him with only a minimum of question. It seemed like they all realized that, in this kind of situation, it was necessary to have one person making decisions instead of all of them going their own way. One thing she had learned, though, was that risking her life by asking her to pilot the freighter was rapidly growing unacceptable to him. He wasn’t willing to risk her life for any reason. Even saving the lives of thousands.

“I’m so sorry I dragged you into this, Tiressa,” he murmured in between kisses. “If I had any respect for you at all, I’d take you away from this and tuck you away somewhere safe. Your belly would grow big with my babies, and you’d live on a world where the Consolidation couldn’t touch you. We’d live a fairytale life that no one could take away.”

She let him kiss her a while longer before putting her hand on his cheek and gently pushing him away so she could look at him. “You’re a good man, Yuri. I’m proud to be part of this. If by some miracle this works, maybe we can talk about this again. Right now, there are probably many other women whose bellies are big with children who need your help. Our help. And from what I’ve seen, we’re the only ones who have a chance of delivering.” She smiled when he closed his eyes, his face heavy with emotion he tried so hard to hide from the others but seemed to show freely with her. “Now, make love to me before we have to go. I want to go on this mission knowing, when it’s done, I’ve got someone worth coming home for.”

Yuri grunted his assent, scooped her up, and laid her gently on the bed. He shrugged out of his clothing and helped Tiressa out of hers when she wasn’t naked enough to suit him. Which meant he’d stripped slightly faster than she had. He kneed her thighs apart and settled his body between them, though he didn’t enter her.

“I’ll never get enough of you,” he groaned and latched onto the side of her neck.

Tiressa smiled as she slid her arms around his neck and arched into him. She loved the way his body felt against hers. All hair-roughened against her smooth skin, he felt like the man he was. There was nothing soft about him other than the way he handled her. He was inordinately careful not to hurt her with his passion or his size. He seemed to think she was a delicate flower in need of protecting, but she didn’t mind. She loved the feminine way he made her feel. Working alongside men for her entire adult life, she’d missed out on being a woman.

Not when she was with Yuri. Even now, he kissed his way down her neck to her breasts, blazing a trail of fire wherever he touched. She cried out when he took one ripe nipple in his mouth and pulled firmly. He seemed to know just the right amount of pressure to push her nearer the edge without bordering on pain. Letting it go with a little pop, he immediately latched onto the other one.

Tiressa quickly lost herself in the sensations Yuri created. She loved how he knew just how to touch her. They’d only known each other a few short days, but he’d managed to find out more about what made her squirm than any other lover she’d ever had. He was truly a special man.

He licked down her body to the little strip of hair at her sex before parting her lips and plunging his tongue inside. Tiressa squealed and held his head to her, loving the sensations. He quickly found her clit and flicked it gently before sucking it until an orgasm shattered around her. Tiressa could no more hold back her pleasure than she could stop time. Yuri was in complete control of her body, and she surrendered willingly.

Over and over again, Yuri brought her to a shuddering climax with his mouth. His growls and grunts only fanned the flame he’d started until she finally could stand no more.

Tiressa pulled him up by his hair. He chuckled as he crawled up her body only to be flipped to his back with a surprised grunt.

“It’s my turn, flyboy,” she said breathlessly.

“Paying me back?”

“Tit for tat, so they say.” She smiled as she straddled his hips and sank down on his cock. They both groaned as she settled herself and began to ride.

Tiressa braced her hands on his chest, moving up and down in a leisurely rhythm. The last time had been frantic, and she wanted to slow things down a little. This might be the last time they enjoyed each other, and she wasn’t about to waste it.

She loved the way he felt inside her. He filled her comfortably, snugly. They were a perfect fit, and she knew they always would be. In the midst of chaos, she’d found the one man in all the universe who could complete her.

“You know you’ve made me fall in love with you, right?” She looked him in the eyes, hoping he truly understood the depth of her feelings. “I never thought it possible, especially given how we first met, but I am. I do.”

“Oh, Tiressa,” he groaned and flipped them over again, beginning a driving motion, moving inside her with all the passion Tiressa mirrored in her own feelings. “I love you, too. I’ll always cherish and protect you.” And he took her mouth in a hot, wet kiss.

She loved the way he surged inside her, hitting her clit with every stroke and building her pleasure at exactly the right rate. He urged her legs around his waist, and she braced her feet on his calves as she rode him as hard as he rode her. He grunted. She whimpered. And no matter how much Tiressa wanted to draw the moment out, it wasn’t long before she was coming and taking him with her.

His hoarse shout and last, hard thrust into her cunt signaled his orgasm. His cock throbbed inside her in time with her own grasping completion. Soon, they just lay together, coated in sweat, and pleasantly exhausted.

“I’ve changed my mind. I can’t let you go on this, Tiressa,” Yuri finally said, breathing hard and showing his recent exertion. “I can’t put you in that much danger and it was wrong of me to even consider it.”

“It’s not up to you now,” she replied easily. There was no anger in her voice or accusation, only a mild statement. “I volunteered. Besides that, you need me. There’s no way you can pilot the fighter and the transport, even by remote, and you can’t pull one of the others off the other group. You need me, and I’m going.”

“No one else ever questions my orders. Why are you?”

“Because you’re not my boss. And there’s more at stake here than just our lives. I’m not sure of exactly everything going on, but what I did see was horribly wrong. I’d be less than human if I let you do this alone, and neither of us could live a contented life if we simply turned a blind eye.” She clutched him to her then, and Yuri felt all the ferocity her reputation painted for her. “You’re not leaving me behind while you go off to battle when I can help you. I refuse to let you, and if you even think of trying, just remember what I did to the one guy who tried to jack me.”

Yuri couldn’t help himself. He chuckled and hugged her closer. “Well, I guess that’s that. I’m pretty content with my balls just where they are.”

“Quite,” she said, and her breathing evened out, and Yuri knew she slept.

Whatever fates, whatever gods had seen fit to grace his life with Tiressa, he owed a great debt. He only hoped that, by helping the remaining people of Deblin 4, he could begin to repay that debt.

With great care, he slipped from their bed and went to his desk to begin planning. They only had a few hours left, and he had to make doubly sure that every detail was covered. She insisted on going, and that was fine. But he’d make damned sure the planning was flawless.




Chapter Eight

 

Tiressa held the stick with a white-knuckled grip. The plan had not gone as it was supposed to. The Consolidation ships hadn’t even glanced at their decoy, but had gone straight after her and Yuri. Thanks to the modifications Yuri’s team had made to the freighter, it had more spunk than the average cargo ship, but it wasn’t a fighter. Even if it had been, Tiressa wasn’t a fighter pilot.

She did her best to follow Yuri’s commands, but the damned ship was just too sluggish to fly like the smaller, more maneuverable escort ships. Thank goodness the others had seen their folly and rushed to offer their protection, but things were not going well. At best, they’d land the cargo ship, let her board Yuri’s craft, then head back to base. At worst, they’d all die. And quite soon, from the looks of things.

Sparks and fire engulfed her ship as she entered the upper atmosphere. Her plan was to hide in the chaos that came with planet reentry and adjust her course so that she emerged somewhere other than where they thought she was supposed to. They had maintained strict radio silence except to state the obvious. The operation was F.U.B.A.R. From there, they had to rely on instinct and familiarity. The first, Tiressa had plenty of. The second? Well, she didn’t know the others well enough. So she simply kept her eyes on Yuri and hoped she could follow his lead well enough to keep them all from getting killed.

Fortunately, they seemed to follow her lead and stayed in tight formation around her. Any adjustment she made was minor and gradual while they were in the entry window. Hopefully it would be enough to move them several hundred miles from where they should have been, and away from their original target.

That was Tiressa’s primary concern. She didn’t want the Consolidation to find where the last band of resistance was. They were the only thing left of the planet’s once dense population.

It wasn’t long before the flames cleared and they flew through a thick hedge of clouds and fog. Thank goodness they had planned this run under cloud cover, because that would give them a few extra minutes. Flying in such close quarters, hopefully anything the Consolidation picked up would look like a flock of birds.

Minutes later, she was going through her landing checklist as the ship cruised much faster than she liked toward the cover of the forest surrounding their target destination. She struggled to land the craft smoothly and considered herself lucky she only bounced once before coming to a standstill. She hoped she hadn’t knocked over any trees, because that would be a dead giveaway as to their landing point.

Before she could even shut down the engine, Yuri burst into the control room and grabbed her arm, yanking her to her feet. “We’ve got to get the fuck out of here! Leave it!”

She let him pull her out of the ship and practically throw her into the copilot seat behind him in his fighter. Without another word, he lifted off and shot out of the forest as hard as the ship could stand. Tiressa’s stomach rolled at the extreme G-forces, and for one horrible moment she thought she’d be sick. Fortunately, she managed to suck it up and hold everything down.

Yuri didn’t say a word, and she didn’t see the other ships anywhere. She didn’t know what they were doing, but the last thing she wanted to do was distract Yuri with stupid questions.

“We’re safe, Four.” It sounded like Hawk on the encrypted channel, but she couldn’t be sure. That one, short message was the only sound she heard other than the whine of the engines as Yuri made one evasive move after another. The way he was flying, she was sure there had to be a fleet of ships after them, but she saw nothing.

Tiressa closed her eyes and considered everything that had happened. Even now, she could sense Yuri’s warring with himself over protecting his crew and protecting her. He’d done everything he could to make sure all of them came out of this alive. Even if she dismissed all the footage she’d seen, the official documentation classified as Ultra Top Secret about nuclear war games and biological and chemical weapons testing against these people, of the projects that took children and tried to transform them into the perfect soldiers only to have them go mad and destroy themselves and everyone around them, she’d have known Yuri wasn’t a killer. He was a hero of the best kind.

His flying gradually became smoother and less like the hounds of hell were after him. Soon after that, they approached their hideout again and docked. Once in the hangar, Tiressa found the other three men packing up shop. Everything was stowed neatly in a few small boxes and being loaded onto the decoy freighter.

“We’ll be ready to leave in fifteen more minutes, Yuri.” Dmitry spoke to Yuri as if informing a commander of their current status. Yuri claimed not to lead them, but they followed him. Tiressa recognized the difference, and it only spoke more to Yuri’s character.

“Good. We’ll move to Karni 2. Take different routes and meet there in one standard month.” He looked at them all, worry hard in his eyes. “Someone betrayed us.”

“I have a thought on that,” Dmitry voiced. “It’s something I’ll look into before I rendezvous with the rest of you.”

“I’ll go with you,” Hawk clapped the younger man on the shoulder. “Someone will need to keep that temper of yours under control.”

Dmitry gave Hawk a you’ve-got-to-be-kidding look. “And who’s gonna keep your temper under control?”

“I think the bigger question,” Storm interrupted, “is whether or not I care if either of you control your tempers. I hate a fucking traitor.”

“I second that,” Yuri growled. “Just don’t get caught. As much as you two irritate me on occasion, I wouldn’t want to lose either of you.” He gave his team one last look. “Be safe. Be swift. And come home safely.” Then he ushered Tiressa down the corridor back to his cabin.

“You know, I could start a systems check on the freighter while you pack. It would save time.” Tiressa grinned.

“You know damned well I’m not leaving you out there with those horndogs. Besides, I need you here with me. That was just too damned close.”

Tiressa immediately put her arms around him, trying to comfort him. His body actually trembled against hers with the force of his fright. “No one got hurt, Yuri. We’re all fine. I’m fine.”

“I know. I just…”

“You’re the one who has to keep it together, and you almost lost your family,” Tiressa supplied. “Is that about it?”

He didn’t answer her, but clung to her for a full minute before starting his packing process. It took him less than ten minutes and they were back in the hangar seeing the others off. Yuri and Tiressa climbed aboard the transport vessel with all their cargo and the last small fighter in the hold. They were loaded to the brim, but Yuri didn’t seem overly concerned.

“How long will it take us to get where we’re going?” Tiressa asked as she helped with the pre-launch checks.

“The route we’re taking? About two and a half weeks. Give or take a day or two. After the first few hours, we should be safe, but I’m always cautious. I’ll give it a full day before I’m convinced we’ve not been followed. I’ve disabled the transponder while the computer reprograms it with a new identity. In a few hours, this ship will officially be an RV. You and I will be a wealthy, elderly couple off seeing the galaxy. We should be safe from the prying eyes of the Consolidation until we can disappear.”

“I see. And did you have something in mind while our new identity is being set up?” Tiressa rose from her seat and sank to her knees, turning his chair to face her so she knelt between his thighs.

Yuri growled low in his throat when she unfastened his pants and pulled out his rapidly hardening cock. “I think you’ve got the idea. This. And more of it.”

She chuckled, opening her mouth and taking him deep. Tiressa sucked as she backed off his cock, her cheeks hollowing with the effort. When she reached the top, she flicked the sensitive little V at the head before sucking him down again. He jumped in her mouth, and Tiressa smiled, pleased at his reaction.

She thought she might play for a while, but Yuri gripped her shoulders, pulling her to her feet as he stood. Tiressa thought he meant to take them to the tiny cabin that would serve as their living quarters for the next couple of weeks, but instead he spun her around, pushing her back down until she braced her hands on the console.

It was his turn to undo her pants, only he slid them down her legs along with her panties, leaving her sex bare. The slight stirring of the air as it circulated through the cabin made chill bumps erupt over her skin, and Tiressa shivered, though not from the cold. Yuri gripped her hips in his big hands and fit his cock into the groove of her ass, sliding between her cheeks and tormenting her with the very thing she wanted. Would always want with a passion bordering on insanity.

“Fuck me, Yuri,” she breathed. “Take me here. Now.”

“Oh, I plan on it, my sweet Tiressa. Before we get to Karni 2, I plan on having you in every place on this ship possible. I want to fuck you so much you won’t feel normal unless I’m inside you.”

“Well, I don’t know about normal, but I already don’t feel complete unless we’re making love. Please, Yuri,” she whimpered. “I need you.”

Without another word, Yuri slid inside her cunt with one smooth stroke. They fit together perfectly. It had been that way from the very first time. They’d known each other barely a week, and already Tiressa couldn’t imagine her life without him. She’d risked everything for him, and he’d proven himself worthy. Who was she to argue?

With each stroke, the passion built. Flesh slapped against flesh. The mingled scents of clean sweat and sex permeated the air around them. Her body hummed with each thrust of his body until pleasure tingled all through her, and she had to hold the crest at bay lest it crash around her and end all too soon.

“No, Tiressa,” Yuri whispered and wrapped his arm around her lower body. His clever fingers found her clit, and he stroked it with purpose, dipping his finger through the folds to where their bodies joined only to return to the little bundle of nerves once again. “Let it go. Come for me, my sweet. Come for me, and let me catch you when you fall.”

And she did.

Tiressa screamed and thrashed as her orgasm exploded through her. She barely kept her knees from buckling and was certain that was only because Yuri had indeed caught her. He never stopped his thrusting, and his strokes became increasingly harder and faster. With a mighty roar, he sank into her one last time and held her to him, his cock buried as deep as it would go.

Both of them panted raggedly, but Yuri managed to pull her into his arms and carry her to their bed. He pulled her closely against his body and covered them with the blanket before finally relaxing.

“I’m afraid we’re going to end up fucking each other to death, Yuri,” she giggled, not the least bit worried.

“Maybe,” he replied drowsily. “But what a way to go.”




Epilogue

 

Hawk had never seen Dmitry so hell-bent on finding someone. They had spent the better part of two weeks combing every backwater space station in the sector before moving on to the next. And the next. And the next. He’d given Hawk a holo image of a strikingly lovely young woman and said, “That’s who we’re looking for,” but refused to say anything else.

Now, Hawk was beginning to wonder why he was so obsessed with her. He had said she only knew about this one mission, and only that by accident. So why was it important enough to miss rendezvousing with the others? More than ever, Hawk was glad he’d insisted on coming along. Dmitry was just a little too focused on his objective for Hawk’s liking.

“Got you, you little bitch!” Dmitry’s snarl brought Hawk out of his musings and back to the situation at hand. The woman in question was arguing vehemently with a huge Tuscian male. The trollish being was probably twice her height and three or four times her weight, yet she stood toe-to-toe with him, looking like she might try to murder him with her bare hands.

Before Hawk could form a plan of action, Dmitry charged the big brute. Before Hawk could react enough to back up his friend, Dmitry had the Tuscian on his back, his gun underneath the other man’s chin.

“NO!” The little woman threw herself at Dmitry and pulled at his gun arm, which didn’t budge an inch. “Please, Dmitry! Don’t kill him! For the love of God, no!” She sounded desperate -- terrified, even. Something didn’t make any sense at all.

“Don’t worry, Karri.” Dmitry’s voice was deceptively calm. “There will still be enough energy in this gun to finish you off, too.”

“Dmitry, if you do this, you’ll be just as evil as the soldiers in the Consolidation who destroyed Deblin 4.”

“From killing this lot? I think not.”

“No, Dmitry. Not because you’ve killed him. Once I have what I need, I’ll be glad to do the deed myself. He’s the reason I had to leave you.”

Dmitry turned his head to look at her. The Tuscian beneath him scrambled up and would have run away, but Hawk stopped him with a gun pointed at his chest. He gave the man a raised eyebrow and a shake of his head but didn’t say anything. He wanted to hear what Karri had to say even if Dmitry didn’t.

“Is he the reason you betrayed me? Almost got my entire team killed?”

The pained look that settled on Karri’s face hurt to see. Whatever pain she bore, she wore it like a second skin for all to see.

“No. He’s just the only one who can help me.”

“Well, I’m all ears, sweetheart,” Dmitry drawled, his Russian accent thickening in his anger. “What is it you need help with so badly as to sell out me and my friends, eh?”

She looked pleadingly at Dmitry, her focus squarely on him, and Hawk knew all hell was about to crash down on him. He could feel a fight coming on, though it was hard to say if it would happen here, or later. Whatever happened, it would stem from the words Karri uttered next.

“The Consolidation has my daughter, Dmitry. If I don’t give them information, they said she’d be the one they try their super soldier experiment on next.”




Vodka Shots (Wanted 2)

Marteeka Karland

 

 

Dmitry is pissed as hell. He was betrayed by a woman he trusted and now she must pay. When finally catches her, her reasons for her betrayal -- and her abrupt departure -- chill his blood. Together, he and his closest friend, Hawk, must break into a Consolidation stronghold and attempt a daring rescue before an innocent is turned into an abomination.

 

Karri left Dmitry when her daughter was kidnapped by the Consolidation in order to gain information about the movements of The White Russian, Dmitry’s friend and leader of a special force working to overthrow Consolidation power. Her decision cut through her like a knife, but with the life of her daughter hanging in the balance, she did what she had to do and is resolved to live with that decision. When Dmitry finds her, she knows her life is over. But before it is, she makes him swear to find her daughter and care for her. After that, he can exact his revenge.

 

Only Dmitry has something else in mind. Oh, he’ll punish her, but not in the way she thinks. With secrets and conspiracies at every turn, Dmitry must decide who to trust. The lives of everyone he holds dear may depend on his decisions.




Chapter One

 

“Got you, you little bitch!” Dmitry muttered and headed down the corridor toward the trollish Tuscian male looming over the woman he’d been pursuing for weeks. OK, so that wasn’t entirely true. He’d been searching for her for four months, ever since he’d awakened to find his bed empty and his woman and her daughter gone.

“I’m all ears, sweetheart.” Dmitry hated it when his Russian accent bled through his carefully practiced neutrality. He was so angry now, there was no stopping it. “What is it you need help with so badly as to sell out me and my friends, eh?” Not that he gave a damn. This woman he’d once cared so much about had betrayed him in the most fundamental way. He’d trusted her, and she’d used that trust against him.

“The Consolidation has my daughter, Dmitry. If I don’t give them enough information to capture Yuri Dubnikov, they said she’d be the one they try their super soldier experiment on next.”

OK, that brought Dmitry up short. Hawk’s hissed curse echoed his own. “Liana? They have Liana?” Dmitry needed to think. This could be an elaborate deception. He’d definitely need more proof before making any decisions. No way he was trusting her that easily again. He just didn’t know what to believe.

No matter what, he needed to get back to Yuri and Storm. If little Liana was held hostage, he’d need equipment and armament to get her back.

Grimly determined, Dmitry grabbed her arm, spun her around and cuffed her hands behind her back. Hawk did the same with the Tuscian Karri had been arguing with so vehemently when Dmitry had spotted her, and they headed to the docking bay and the ship.

“We’ll sort it out later. Right now we need to move.”

Hawk looked at Dmitry, but held his tongue. It was obvious the big man didn’t like the situation, but let it go. He’d most likely question Dmitry extensively later. The only thing Dmitry was sure of at this moment was that he could not let Karri go. He tried to tell himself it was because she’d betrayed him, and he needed to know what other information she’d passed on and to whom, but he knew better.

Rougher than strictly necessary, he gripped her upper arm and dragged her to the ship. She didn’t protest or object to his handling of her, though he knew he’d likely bruised her arm. He simply couldn’t help himself. She had taken his heart and trampled it to pieces. Then she’d betrayed him and his comrades. Did she really hate him so much she wanted to see him dead? He wasn’t sure he believed the line about the Consolidation having her daughter, but he supposed any excuse was better than none. Besides, Karri never went anywhere without Liana, yet here she was. Liana was nowhere in sight.

He and Hawk stowed the prisoners in separate cargo holds. Not the best alternative, but he didn’t like the idea of putting Karri in the same room with the big Tuscian. Hawk was larger than that creature, but not by much, and that was saying something.

“Do you have any idea what you’re doing, Dmitry?” Hawk leaned against the bulkhead, arms crossed over his massive chest.

“I’m taking a traitor to Yuri to decide what her punishment will be.”

Hawk snorted. “That’s not Yuri’s job. You know he’s not about to pass judgment on anyone.”

“Then Storm can do it.”

“If you truly think she’s guilty, you’d have killed her yourself, no matter what your feelings for her are. What the fuck is going on, Dmitry? If the Consolidation really does have her child…”

Hawk deserved an answer, but Dmitry didn’t have one to give him. He knew Hawk was right, and there was simply no way he could describe the overwhelming need to protect the little bitch. Protect her from what, he didn’t know. Himself? The Consolidation? He simply didn’t have an answer.

The first thing he needed to do was get off this station and get the whole story from Karri. If they had Liana, Dmitry would do anything to get the child back. Kill anyone he had to.

“Come on. Let’s get back to the rendezvous. Yuri will be wondering where we’ve gotten to.” Dmitry didn’t wait for Hawk to follow, but made his way to the cockpit and began his pre-launch check.

It took them twenty minutes, but finally they were on their way. Hawk said nothing, but continually checked and rechecked instruments. No doubt making sure they weren’t being followed. They took no clear course heading with many stops before finally heading to Karni 2. It would take them several weeks to reach the rendezvous.

Dmitry scrubbed both hands over his face. He knew he would go get Karri. He knew he’d take her to his cabin and… what? Talk? More likely, he’d fuck her brains out. But he couldn’t. Not yet. He wanted her with a passion that bordered on insanity, but he would not have her until he knew for sure what was going on. If she was a traitor, he’d take what he needed in retribution, then kill her. If not, then he’d find out why she’d left him.

Or so he kept telling himself.

Leaving Hawk without a word, Dmitry stalked down the short corridor to the hold where he’d left Karri. Slamming his hand against the palm reader, he mumbled to himself, “This is not a good idea, Dmitry. What the fuck are you doing?”

The door slid open and Karri raised her head. She sat at the far corner of the room with her knees drawn to her chest. Her hands were still behind her back, and Dmitry had to bite the inside of his cheek to keep from wincing outwardly. He shouldn’t have left her bound. It had been spite on his part, but he’d be damned if he showed weakness now by releasing her.

She struggled to rise, and Dmitry crossed the room to her and pulled her up by her upper arm. When she winced, he realized it was the same arm he’d gripped when he brought her to his ship. Apparently, he’d been right to think he’d bruise her.

Inwardly, he cringed, but he wasn’t ready to let her see his emotions just yet. Before he did that, he’d find out whether or not she was worthy of an apology.

Neither said a word, but Dmitry didn’t miss the defiant lift of her chin as he marched her to his cabin, and the pain in her eyes was there for all to see. An ache settled deep in the center of his chest. Everything he knew about her, everything he felt for her, couldn’t be wrong. She was a good and decent human being. She wouldn’t knowingly put his men in danger unless it was the only way to save her daughter.

Would she?

Gods! He honestly didn’t care. She was back. He had her with him. Did anything else really matter? He needed her with every fiber of his being, and it galled him that he wasn’t man enough to determine her guilt or innocence before he surrendered his heart to her.

No! Not again. Never again. She’d played him for a fool once. Twice was unacceptable. He’d have her again, but he’d damned well keep his heart out of it. She owed him, and by God, he was taking what he deserved.

When the door slid shut, Dmitry spun her around and slammed her into it.

“Now, you little bitch,” he growled through clenched teeth, “you pay for your crimes.”

She’d hit the door hard enough to knock the breath out of her. When she opened her mouth to gasp, Dmitry took advantage. He descended on her like a predator to his prey. Invading, his tongue thrust inside forcefully, ruthlessly. Her little whimper and the trembling of her lips and body only spurred him on. He hoped she was scared. As scared as he’d been when he’d awakened to find her gone without a trace.

He pressed against her, rubbing his erection against her belly. Despite how furious he was, despite her betrayal, he still wanted her. Needed her. Everything in him screamed for her.

Still he kissed her. It wasn’t a gentle kiss. Even when he knew he was frightening her, he couldn’t stop his relentless assault. Something inside him had snapped, and he needed to brand her, to let her know she could never again leave him.

He shoved her tunic up her torso, his hand rasping over bare chocolate flesh until he found her breast. He squeezed until she flinched. Her flesh was soft and welcoming, but he punished it anyway. His other hand groped her other breast until she cried out, not in pleasure, but in pain.

“Does it hurt, little Karri?”

She didn’t answer, didn’t look at him even though he’d pulled back from her. Dmitry cupped her chin in one hand and forced her to look at him, his fingers digging into her jaw.

“I asked you a question.” He could barely control his rage. He knew he was crossing a line he never thought he’d even come close to, but he couldn’t seem to help it. He wanted to punish her, to make her hurt. Just like she’d hurt him.

“It does,” she whispered. “But I imagine you mean for it to.”

Her resignation made him all the more furious. He threw his head back and bellowed his rage. Picking her up, he slung her over his shoulder and stalked to his bed, tossing her in the center. She cried out as she landed on her bound hands, no doubt hurting her shoulders and upper arms.

Dmitry advanced on her. She tried to scramble away from him, but he grabbed her ankle and simply pulled her to the edge of the bed. With quick, efficient movements, he stripped her, leaving only her underwear.

“No, Dmitry!” Her squeal only made him all the more furious. She dared to deny him after everything she’d put him through!

“No what, Karri?” He continued to yell at her. “You professed to love me, yet you almost got me killed!”

“I only did it for Liana!” In the months they’d shared together, he’d never known Karri to raise her voice. Now, she sounded almost as furious and helpless as he felt. “They have her, Dmitry! They’ll start their experiments in less than eighteen hours if that bastard in your hold doesn’t deliver more information on your movements! Help me rescue Liana, and you can do what ever you want with me. Just don’t leave Liana to the Consolidation’s mercy.”

“Why should I believe you? This could an attempt to save yourself and your lover in there. Give me one good reason why I should believe anything you say!”

“Because I’m willing to trade my life for hers!” She screamed at him now. Tears streamed from her eyes, and she looked so distressed, it was enough to break through his anger and really see her. “Find her, swear you’ll take care of her, and you can kill me the second you know where she is. My life means nothing if I can’t protect Liana!”

She looked haggard. On edge. Dark circles marred the skin under her eyes. Looking down her body, his eyes fell on the skin he’d revealed. Bruises covered her legs from the top of her feet, up her legs, past her waist.

Dmitry just stared. He couldn’t move, couldn’t speak, couldn’t breathe.

Without warning, the door to his cabin slid open, and Hawk loomed in the archway. He took a moment to register the half-dressed woman on the bed, black and blue from head to toe. Dmitry could see the moment Hawk’s own rage took over and the normally controlled, big man descended on Dmitry. Hawk grabbed him by the hair and flung him out the door like he was a rag doll without a moment’s pause.

“I do not care what the fuck she did, Dmitry. I absolutely will not let you treat any woman like that! Now get the fuck back to the cockpit and don’t come back here until you’re in control of yourself.”

Dmitry just stood there for a moment. He really wanted to apologize to Karri, to explain to Hawk he hadn’t put those bruises on Karri’s flesh, but he couldn’t. He had hurt her physically, and would probably have gone on hurting her, if not physically, then mentally.

Instead of offering excuses or trying to explain himself, he tossed the key with the code to her cuffs to Hawk and did as Hawk had ordered. It was better he not have contact with the little dark skinned woman. She’d only befuddle him more, and he certainly didn’t need that. Besides, he needed to think about what she’d told him and what he’d just seen. And what he was going to do about it.

Before the door slid shut again, he watched as Hawk carefully removed the cuffs from Karri’s wrists. He helped her to her feet, and when she looked up at Hawk, she simply crumbled into uncontrollable sobs. Then the door slid shut as Hawk enfolded her in his arms, and Dmitry was left alone in the corridor.

Fuck!

She would be the death of him, and he’d go happily as long as she was there when it happened.




Chapter Two

 

“It’s not his fault, you know.” Karri rubbed her wrists, trying to bring back the circulation. “I sold him out.” She sniffed and swiped a hand over her eyes to clear the tears. “Almost got him killed. You too. Had your friend Yuri not been the commander he is, and the two of you not been the great warriors you are, all of you would be dead. You know that as well as he does.” Hawk knew she was trying her best to get control of herself again. She was doing a fairly good job of it too. Even as she did, she offered no excuses, didn’t try to deny she’d betrayed them. She accepted full responsibility for her actions and fully expected to have to pay the consequences.

“I know that Dmitry wouldn’t have let you close enough to him to know our battle tactics if you weren’t a decent human being.” Hawk had never gone against Dmitry in his life. They’d been friends since they were children, had joined the Consolidation Marines together, and had defected to follow Yuri. Together. The only thing they hadn’t done together was love this woman.

They’d loved many women together. Just not this one. As he held her while she cried, Hawk knew exactly why. This one was special. It wasn’t the tears, or the womanly curves, or how he felt the need to protect her. It was deeper than that. She projected a wholesome goodness that couldn’t be faked. Her tears were genuine. He knew it in the very depths of his soul.

She scrubbed her hands over her face several times. Hawk kept his arms loosely around her, not able to bring himself to let her go. Dmitry would kill him when they came face to face again, but Hawk thought it might be worth it just to get to hold her for a while longer.

“I can’t stay here,” she mumbled, then looked up at Hawk. “Did Dmitry kill the Tuscian male he brought here with me?” The fear and dread in her face made Hawk tighten his grip on her slightly. He wanted to reassure her, but he had no idea how.

“No. He’s alive and well last I checked.”

“If he doesn’t report back to his handlers, they’ll start experimenting on my daughter. I’m not really sure how to get him to say something to them that won’t give away what’s happened, but I’ve got less than seventeen hours for him to get in touch with them. I need your help.” Karri’s pleading tore at his heart. In truth, he knew they had to find the little girl in the time allotted. There was no way he’d let the man in their hold report anything.

“I’ll work on it. We’ll get her back.”

“You sound pretty sure. You don’t even know where they’re holding her. I don’t know where they’re holding her, though I’ve got an idea. Time is definitely not on my side.”

Her large, clear, blue-green eyes were like liquid pools. Hawk had never seen anything so compelling in his life. Beneath the weary, battered exterior was the most exquisite beauty. It was no wonder Dmitry had let his guard down with her. Any man would.

Hawk caressed her cheek and backed off. The last thing he wanted to do was to fall for a black widow. He trusted his gut that she was genuine, but it never hurt to have more information.

“Care to tell me who beat you?” A swift change of subject was usually the best course of action when sizing a person up. It kept them off balance and him in control.

She shrugged. “Life’s hard. Everyone takes a few beatings now and then.”

“Was it the Tuscian in the hold?”

“No.”

Hawk had to give her credit. She didn’t even flinch. He could see it in her eyes, though. Those expressive orbs reflected the fear she felt. The pain with every movement she made. Hawk had a few moments to weigh what she’d said against what he knew to be true and decided not to call her on it just yet. There would be time for that. First things first, though. He needed to get with Dmitry and find where they were holding her daughter.

“I see,” he managed. Just looking at her gave him an ache in his chest. She said nothing else, but averted her eyes, nibbling on her lower lip. Finally, Hawk sighed. “There are clothes in the drawer. The pants will be too large for you, but you can wear any of the shirts. They should be long enough to cover you properly.” He gestured toward the bed. “Get some sleep. You look like you could use some.”

“What about Liana? I don’t have time to sleep --”

“You can’t keep going on the way you are.” He sighed wearily. Arguing with her wouldn’t help, but she looked ready to fall over. “You’re exhausted and beaten black and blue. There’s no way you can help your daughter like this. When the time comes, you’ll need to be rested. Let me and Dmitry handle it, Karri.” He kept his voice quiet. She was definitely on edge, and he absolutely would not cause her more distress by showing his own anger at her situation. He might believe in playing it safe, but he could see in her every expression the misery she carried with her. If she said her daughter was in danger, then he’d do everything in his power to save the girl. And her mother.

Kerri sighed, not looking at him. “Fine. I’ll rest. But you promise you’re going after my daughter.” It wasn’t a question so much as a softly spoken demand. Hawk knew that and acknowledged it as such.

“There is no way I’d ever leave anyone at the mercy of those bastards, least of all a child. You have my word. I’ll get your daughter back or die trying.” He wanted to offer more, to comfort her, to hold her while she rested. He wanted -- needed -- to keep her safe. Before he could do that, however, he had to make sure he kept his promise. Besides, he wasn’t sure what she and Dmitry had going on. They had obviously been intimate at some point, but he didn’t know if they were committed to each other. Probably not, since she’d left him, but what she felt and what Dmitry held in his heart might be two totally different versions of the same story.

To be honest, he wasn’t sure he cared. It never even occurred to him to seriously consider that she might not be entirely honest, that she had willingly put them all in danger for anything less than her daughter’s life. Hawk had known killers, and Karri wasn’t that type of person.

He left her to rest then, making his way to the cockpit and Dmitry. He had more than a few questions for his friend, and he wasn’t going to stop until he had answers to each and every one of them.

* * *

Karri waited until she heard Hawk moving up the corridor. Then she waited a while longer. Having no intention of waiting on either man to decide to help her, she’d save her daughter herself.

She’d been working for three months to actually come face-to-face with the man who’d passed her information on to the Consolidation. When she finally had, Dmitry found her. She wanted to think it was just bad luck, but Karri didn’t believe in coincidences. Neither of them may have expected to meet again so soon, but Karri believed everything happens for a reason. Why the fates decreed she should be captured by Dmitry now was beyond her, but she wasn’t above fighting it. The only thing that mattered was saving Liana. If that meant she had to fight the fates, the gods, and Dmitry, then so be it.

Once she was sure the men were safely tucked away in the cockpit, she crept to the hold where she’d seen Dmitry cage the Tuscian. It took her about ten minutes, but she managed to hotwire the door. It slid open, and her prey merely raised his head from this seated position on the back wall.

“You know the girl is as good as dead.” His voice was harsh and barely understandable with its thick, exotic accent. “She has less than seventeen hours before they start the experiments. Young as she is, I doubt her psyche will be able to stand the conditioning. Though a lovely little assassin she’ll make.”

It took all Karri had not to sob openly. The big Tuscian was probably counting on her love for her daughter to get him back in control and off the ship.

“If she does, you’ll be the first to die. Not by her hand, but mine.”

“Your big warriors won’t help you, little girl. You betrayed them.”

“And I’ll pay for that after I have Liana safe. For now, you have two choices. You can tell me where she’s being held now, or you I can space you. Since I’ll find her whether or not you help, I really don’t care which you choose. Personally, I’d like to walk out those doors and open the hatch, knowing it would be the last time I’d have to worry about your sorry hide again.”

He sneered at her. “You won’t risk it. You have no idea where to look, and I’m the only one who can help you.”

She narrowed her eyes and held her ground. In reality, she had a good idea, but no concrete evidence. And she had less than eighteen hours to get there. She couldn’t afford to get it wrong.

Just as she was about to tell him to go to hell the door to the hold opened. Hawk looked at the big Tuscian, never taking his eyes from the man.

“I don’t think we’ll be needing his assistance, Karri.” His voice was quiet and deadly. Hawk was a huge man, but he hadn’t scared her. Which was rather odd because she was easily intimidated most of the time even if she tried not to show it. In fact, from her first impression, she’d have bet her life he was the gentlest man she’d ever met. This one single moment proved how wrong she was. She knew Hawk and Dmitry had not only found her daughter, but that Dmitry might let Hawk make good on her offer to sacrifice herself once he’d found Liana. She could see the violence in his eyes, and it scared the shit out of her.

The Tuscian looked from Hawk to Karri, dawning fear in his eyes. “You know you’ll never make it to the girl. She’s more secure than any other subject the government has ever used.”

“None of that is your concern.” Hawk looked at him with a steely gaze. It was the look of an executioner who enjoyed his job.

Karri shivered and wrapped her arms around herself.

“I seem to have a bit of a situation here,” Hawk explained. “I can’t take you with us, and you’re too dangerous to simply let go. Not only would you likely contact your handler in the Consolidation, but from what I’ve found in my research, you’ve killed more civilians than even the government truly knows. It seems I have no choice but to dispose of you.”

The big Tuscian lifted his chin and snarled. Without another word, he launched all his considerable bulk straight at Hawk. The two tumbled to the deck. Karri screamed and threw herself into the fight without a second thought.

Almost immediately, she took a blow to her gut, knocking the wind out of her, then another one to her head. She wasn’t sure who’d hit her, but she managed to find the Tuscian. Wrapping her arms around his neck from behind, she squeezed and pulled his head back as hard as she could.

The deathblow was almost immediate. A warm splatter of something wet hit her arms, and she happened to catch the glint of Hawk’s knife as he stepped back and pulled the dying Tuscian from her grip. Blood covered her from elbow to wrist, and for a moment she just stood there.

“Fuck!” Hawk swore and yanked her into his arms. He scooped her up and carried her out of the hold, stepping over his victim without a second glance as he went. When they exited the hold, he slammed his palm against the pad, and the door slid shut with a clang. Punching a sequence of buttons, he hit the pad again and blew out the hold, spacing the body of the only man who knew for certain where Liana was being held.

Her heart pounded, but somehow she knew Hawk held the answers. He and Dmitry would save her daughter when no one else could.




Chapter Three

 

She didn’t trust him. Hawk supposed he couldn’t blame her after the way Dmitry had treated her. Besides that, Hawk was a stranger to her. Karri was a gentle soul. He knew it instinctively. It was one of the things that drew him to her. She was goodness and light. Everything he and Dmitry weren’t. When he’d gone to Dmitry’s cabin only to find Karri missing, he knew where she’d gone, and it tore at his heart. She’d rather face that evil Tuscian than trust they’d get Liana back safely.

Hawk didn’t even glance back as the body was blown out into space. His focus was intently on Karri. She was anxious, even fearful, but she went with him willingly. When he’d spaced the Tuscian, she’d shivered visibly. And she was covered in blood.

He shoved her gently in the direction of his cabin. “Get undressed. Get in the shower.” He was gruffer than he’d intended to be, but he couldn’t seem to help it. He and Dmitry had indeed found where Liana was being held, and it was going to be hell getting her out.

He no longer doubted Karri or her motivations. He just wished she’d gone to Dmitry in the first place. If she had, she’d have her daughter back already. Hawk suspected that was Dmitry’s concern as well. He knew his friend well enough to understand how badly it stung that Karri hadn’t come to him immediately instead of selling them out.

Hawk gave her just enough time to get undressed and in the shower before he entered the cabin. Sure enough, the water was running. They had a ration on shower water, so it wouldn’t last long, but she’d get the blood off. Hawk was rummaging through Dmitry’s drawers to find her suitable clothing when he heard her quiet sobs.

“Well, fuck.” He scrubbed his hands over his face, trying to decide what to do. This was a really bad idea. But he couldn’t let her suffer alone. Dmitry was going to kill him.

With a heavy sigh, Hawk shed all his clothing but his underwear, entered the shower room, and stepped in with Karri. She looked up in surprise and covered herself instinctively, then threw herself at him and dissolved into tears. This was twice. She had a face that was made for laughter, not tears. What he wouldn’t give just to see her smile at him like she must have smiled at Dmitry before things went all to hell.

She clung to him as if he were her lifeline. The wracking sobs continued for several minutes. Hawk punched in the code on the keypad to override the water ration so he didn’t break the moment. It felt too damned good to hold her -- even if she was having an emotional breakdown -- to let it end now.

So the hot water pelted them in a gentle fall, soothing frayed nerves and broken hearts. As it did, they took comfort in each other’s arms until the immediate crisis abated. Hawk almost trembled because of her nearness. She was a beautiful woman, and he’d been too long without. Besides, there was just something about her that made him want to wrap her in his arms and keep her safe. Any man worth being called a man would feel that way toward her. She just projected that vulnerable quality. If he hadn’t literally pulled Dmitry off her before, he might feel bad about holding the naked woman in his arms. As it was, he took what she was willing to give.

Then she looked up at him with those big, soft, blue-green eyes and he was lost. With a groan, he pulled her closer and gently touched his lips to hers. It was nothing more than a pressing of closed mouths, but he felt it to his toes. Her lips trembled, and he tasted her tears, but she didn’t pull back.

Not at first, anyway. She allowed him to taste her sweet lips for a few seconds before pushing away and turning her back to him.

“Please leave.” Her quiet command made him groan. He wanted her, but he knew she wasn’t feeling it. Not like she should. He wanted to mark it down to the stress of her daughter’s life hanging in the balance, but he knew better. He could see it in Dmitry’s eyes, in Karri’s eyes when she yelled right back at Dmitry when he raged at her. Those two belonged together.

“I didn’t intend to do that,” Hawk sighed. “I’m sorry.”

“It’s not your fault. I just…” she trailed off and took a deep breath. “Just please leave.”

“It’s Dmitry, isn’t it?” Hawk knew the answer and that was fine. He’d known there was something special about Karri the moment he realized she and Dmitry shared a bed and Dmitry hadn’t mentioned her.

“It will always be Dmitry,” she replied.

Hawk dried and dressed without a word. He made sure there was a fresh towel for Karri, then left the cabin and headed for the cockpit. It was time he and Dmitry had a talk.

* * *

Dmitry gripped the control stick harder than strictly necessary, especially given the ship was on autopilot. He needed to punch something. He’d gone to his cabin to check on Karri, to apologize, and tell her he’d found where they were holding Liana. That was when he’d found Karri and Hawk in the shower.

He couldn’t really blame Karri. Dmitry had treated her horribly. It still stung, though. Truth be known, he was more angry with himself than with her.

Always, he’d talked to her as if their relationship was temporary. They’d agreed -- well, he’d agreed -- that once he was ready to move on, that was it. He’d often encouraged her to see other men, but she never had. She would smile and acknowledge his comments, but she always stayed with him. That was why it had been such a shock when she’d left.

Dmitry was debating whether or not to just go back and kick Hawk’s ass and explain to Karri she was his, and that was the way it was always going to be, when he heard Hawk enter the control room behind him.

“You’ve got a beautiful, compassionate woman back there in your cabin, hurting more deeply than I care to think about, Dmitry. What the fuck are you going to do about it?”

Hawk’s comment caught him off guard. Hawk was generally easy going. He rarely confronted anyone unless in battle or when he felt someone was being taken unfair advantage of. Yes, he could be deadly when the situation called for it, but he was generally the good-humored one. Dmitry supposed he was overcompensating for his enormous size. Standing over seven feet tall and with the battle scars to prove his proficiency as a warrior, he probably didn’t want to frighten away everyone he met.

“I’m sure she is.” Dmitry didn’t want to give in too soon. Better to be seen as a callous bastard by his best friend than a lovesick fool. “Believe me, I know the feeling. I trusted her and she almost got us all killed. You included, or don’t you remember?”

“I do remember, Dmitry, but I also happen to have first-hand knowledge that we all made it out alive. Am I mad? Hell, yeah! But having done the research we did, knowing what the little girl is in for, I would do it again. Hell, I’d even sacrifice myself if it meant the child was safely back in her mother’s arms. Gladly. And I know you’re nothing but a fucking liar if you say you don’t feel the same way.”

Dmitry scowled and turned back to his console. “We found her daughter. That’s all I’m doing. I’m certainly not obligated to Karri.”

“Maybe not, but you’re an idiot of the first sort if you don’t go back there and make this right. She loves you, Dmitry. With everything she is. Selling you out tore her heart to shreds, but how could anyone choose between a lover and a child? She was in an impossible position and took the only option available to her.”

“No, she didn’t!” Dmitry whirled around and stood, yelling and taking out some measure of his frustration out on Hawk. It wasn’t right, but it was certainly better than going back to Karri with so much anger and frustration inside him. If he couldn’t take it out on her, Hawk would have to deal with it. “She could have come to me! I would have given my life for Liana!”

“Then why are you so fucking mad?” Dmitry blew out a breath and crossed his arms over his massive chest. In that moment, even Dmitry would have thought twice about crossing his friend. This was his battle face. The one he used when he intended to intimidate before he went in for the kill. “She only took what you would have willingly offered in the first place and probably saved your ass besides. By giving away our planned tactics, she gave you a chance to fight your way out rather than going in like a lamb to the slaughter.” Dmitry opened his mouth to argue but Hawk added, “Asshole!” and pushed past Dmitry to sit at the pilot’s station.

Much as he didn’t want to admit it, Hawk was right. Dmitry really didn’t blame Karri, given her reasons. He was disappointed she hadn’t come to him, but he had no one to blame for that but himself there, either.

Clenching his fists helplessly, Dmitry punched the bulkhead on his way out of the cockpit. He had a lot of ground to make up, and there was no use putting it off. It would only get harder the longer he waited.




Chapter Four

 

Worry gnawed at Karri. The only one who had known for sure where Liana was being held was dead. Hawk might think he had the location now, but it could all be a set-up. For all she knew, her daughter was already dead. Or worse. Turning a five-year-old into a killer was the worst sort of abomination.

As she dried her body, she tried to pull herself together, taking comfort in the soft, fluffy towel Hawk had left for her. He was a huge, intimidating man, but had a gentle soul. Why couldn’t she fall for someone like him instead of a man who cared nothing for her other than what relief her body could provide for his?

She stood with her back to the door, the towel clutched to her chest, looking out the large portal into the blackness of space. Pinpoints of light dotted the vastness of space as she contemplated her future. It seemed as bleak as the blackness before her, the glimmer of light there to taunt her about what might have been.

When the door slid open, she didn’t need to see the reflection in the window to know it was Dmitry who stood there. She’d expected him, just not this soon. She’d much prefer to face him dressed and not naked as the day she was born.

Instead of turning to face him, she hurriedly wrapped the towel around her body to try to regain her composure. “You could have knocked.”

“This is my cabin,” he replied, stepping far enough inside the door for it to slide shut again. “I don’t have to knock.”

“No,” she whispered. “I suppose you don’t.” She straightened, took a deep breath, and turned to face him. “You’ve found her, haven’t you?” Dmitry said nothing, only nodded and took a step toward her. “Thank you.”

“Don’t thank me yet. It’s going to be damned hard to get her back.”

She smiled. “If anyone can do it, it’s you, Dmitry.”

He scowled and turned away from her. “You picked a fine time to trust me, Karri. If you’d been that sure from the beginning, this would all be over.”

“You were leaving. I tried to tell you, but you were packing.” She tried not to sound bitter given that he had agreed to help her now, but it was damned hard. “You told me that whatever it was, I’d have to deal with on my own. You had your orders, and you had to leave.”

“You know I would have done anything to help Liana. All you had to do was say something!”

She held the towel tighter against her chest, trying to hold on to all the fear and frustration that wanted to expel itself. “You made it perfectly clear to me where your loyalties lay. While I’m not above begging where my daughter’s safety is concerned, you didn’t give me a chance. The way I see it, you left us. Yes, I betrayed you, and I have to live with that. But if you’d just given me a chance, none of this would have happened!”

For a moment, they stood there, each battling their own demons. Karri knew none of it mattered. Liana was all that mattered, and she was willing to do anything to save her child.

Dmitry’s eyes glistened with lust and need. He advanced on her and yanked the towel away from her body. “You’re so fucking beautiful when you’re angry.” Before she could say a word, he pulled her into his arms and crushed her mouth with his.

* * *

Every time he was around Karri, he was on edge. It wasn’t because he didn’t trust her -- rather he didn’t trust himself. He didn’t know what to do. He could fuck her silly until they both were sated, or make love to her endlessly and he still wouldn’t be completely satisfied. Combine that with his fear for Liana and certain knowledge that a horrible death awaited whomever had kidnapped the five-year-old, and he was in such turmoil, his skin was crawling.

He wanted to kill, to hurt and torture everyone responsible for the suffering of both Karri and Liana. Karri was a gentle soul, and Liana was so full of life, he felt refreshed every second he was around her. To think of that little girl in the clutches of men who would make her a monster, a child super soldier, boiled his blood.

Despite how deeply he knew in his soul he loved Karri, he couldn’t be gentle with her. Their lovemaking had always had passion, but he’d never been a tender lover. It was as if by catering to his own baser needs, he could shut her out of his heart. She deserved a man who could appreciate her delicate beauty. While he recognized it, he couldn’t open himself up enough to actually love her the way she should be loved. The devastation he’d felt when he’d awakened the morning he was supposed to leave and found her gone didn’t help matters, either. Loving Karri would only make him weak. If he could somehow have her body yet keep her at arm’s length, he might have a chance at preserving the illusion he was unaffected by her.

Or maybe it was all just bullshit. Either way, he wanted her -- needed her -- with every breath he took. And he absolutely was not man enough to admit it.

She yielded under his bruising kiss, opening her mouth to his invading tongue. Dmitry wasn’t sure if she was welcoming him or simply giving in to his demands, and he didn’t particularly care. She was here. In his arms. And, by the gods, he was never letting her go again!

Dmitry scooped Karri up and tossed her on the bed. He whipped his shirt off in one smooth move before covering her body with his. His mouth met hers once more, and he urged her legs around his waist.

He couldn’t get close enough! Her bare pussy was mashed against his cock, and he ground himself against her. Cursing his confining pants, he fumbled with the fastenings, needing inside her, needing to feel the familiar, slick warmth surrounding him.

Until this moment, he’d been focused solely on his anger and sense of betrayal, but it struck him how much he’d actually missed Karri. And not just her body, but her presence as well. She was like a soothing balm. While he’d been with her and taken on small, local assignments, he’d always needed to come back to her. It was like she took away the violence and bloodstains on his soul with her touch.

Now, he couldn’t take it slow. He needed her body, needed her arms and legs around him. Needed her pussy grasping and welcoming him inside. There was no reason for him to think she wanted this -- he’d been horrible to her since he’d finally found him again -- but she didn’t push him away. She didn’t flinch at his touch, and she opened for his kisses easily. He wished he could be gentle -- she deserved gentle -- but the more he kissed her, the more he touched her, the more out of control he became.

Finally, after several attempts, he freed his cock from his pants. In one smooth stroke, he entered her and pushed in as deep as he could go. There was no way he could suppress his groan. Tension he had been only vaguely aware he’d been carrying with him diminished, and for the first time since she’d left him, Dmitry felt whole. The thought scared the shit out of him.

He was a big man. Normally, he lay on his back and let her ride him at her leisure, but not this time. There was a need to claim, to conquer. Over and over he sank into her, his cock gliding easily with her moisture. He supposed that was something. At least he hadn’t hurt her yet again. He’d never been so careless with her -- even though he had never been particularly gentle he had never failed to make sure she was ready for him. This time, however, he couldn’t seem to think clearly.

Karri clung to him -- surely that was as good sign. She dug her heels into his ass and met him thrust for thrust. Her breath tickled his neck, and her sighs and whimpers were the most beautiful music imaginable. Her cunt grasped him, encouraging him as much as her limbs wound so tightly around him. There was absolutely no way this could last as long as he wanted it to, nor as long as he needed it to. She felt just too damned good.

As soon as her pussy clamped down on him and began the rhythmic spasms that signaled her release, Dmitry let himself go. Sweat broke out over his skin as he emptied himself deeply inside Karri. Her body seemed to eagerly accept him as he roared his completion.

He stayed buried inside her, unwilling to leave her warmth and comfort just yet. For her part, Karri held him close, still digging her heels into his ass and lower back, her nails into his back and shoulders.

They stayed that way for several moments before Dmitry pushed away and rolled off her. He hoped he didn’t look as shell-shocked as he felt. Before he could give more away than he already had, he turned away from her and fastened his pants.

“Get some rest,” he managed to say. Thankfully, his voice didn’t shake as badly as the rest of him did at the moment. “It’s likely to be a long day when we get to Reshad Station.”

“Is that where Liana is?” The whisper of cloth rustling told him she’d covered herself, but he didn’t turn around. If he did, if he saw all that dark, creamy skin bared before him, he’d likely fall into bed with her again.

“Yes. It’s a little known but tightly guarded facility. Getting in will be hard. Getting out damn near impossible.”

“I recognize the name. I heard that Tuscian mention it more than once and figured it had something to do with Liana.” He heard her move from the bed and walk up behind him. Still, he almost flinched when she touched him. Her fingertips felt like branding irons on his flesh. Indeed, he wasn’t sure she hadn’t already branded his heart. “Thank you for trying, Dmitry. Even if we fail, thanks for helping me get Liana back. I owe you.”

“Not for that, Karri. Never for that. But you’re right. You do owe me. We’ll talk about your penance later, but make no mistake, you’ll do exactly what I tell you.”

When she didn’t respond, Dmitry walked away from her. It was the hardest thing he’d ever done in his life, but he just couldn’t let himself do anything else.




Chapter Five

 

The craft approached the surprisingly mundane-looking Reshad Station with careful nonchalance. The outpost was purely Consolidation military, and finding a reason to gain permission to dock was daunting. Hawk had considered mechanical failure, but they were so far off traditional commercial routes, that guise would be seen through immediately. Instead, they had ambushed a technology freighter. The cargo was small enough to fit in their hold, and important enough that it wouldn’t be a stretch for the couriers to have sent an unplanned ship if something had gone wrong with their primary carrier.

“This is never going to work.” Dmitry had been pacing in the command center for the better part of an hour. Hawk had never seen him so jittery. He’d bet money it had more to do with his feelings for the woman in his quarters than with the impending fight.

“Sure it will. We have all the proper security codes and beacons. Our transponders are on the proper frequency and our credentials are impeccable. I’ve got all the bases covered. Worry more about how we’re going to get out than the risk of being found out getting in.”

Dmitry snarled. “Just make sure the ship is ready. I’ll worry about Liana.”

“That’s kinda my point. You’re worrying. You never worry. Care to examine why?” Despite the seriousness of the situation, Hawk was having a great time goading his best friend. Dmitry didn’t get flustered, but he was completely out of sorts. It was best he admit it now and figure out what he wanted before he went into that compound. They both needed to be on top of their game, and Dmitry wouldn’t be if he couldn’t admit how much Karri meant to him.

“Why don’t you mind your own business and shut the fuck up, Hawk?” Dmitry snarled.

“Not if you want me to go into that station with you. You’re in no shape mentally for this. You’ll get us both killed along with the girl.”

“The girl has a name, asshole. It’s Liana. Use it!”

Hawk jumped up from the pilot’s seat and advanced on Dmitry. Neither man gave an inch. “You know, you’ve developed just a little more attitude than I like, but I’ll overlook it, all things considered. Pull it together!”

“You’re a fine one to talk.” Dmitry ran his hands through his hair and resumed his pacing. “You’re just as taken with her as I am.”

“No, Dmitry. I’m not. She’s a lovely woman, and I’d be less than a man if I said I didn’t want her, but she’s not mine. I know this and accept it easily.”

“She betrayed me.”

“To save her daughter. And we’ve already established how she probably saved your life with that stunt.”

Dmitry held up a hand. “Don’t go there, Hawk. Not now. I need to focus on getting Liana back. I’ll think about the rest of it later.”

Hawk backed off, knowing how far he could push his friend. He’d done about as much as he could now. Anything else would have to wait until later.

Going back to his seat, Hawk reviewed the pass codes and strict procedural landing approach; it calmed his mind. He absolutely could not make a mistake, or they were toast. As difficult as this was going to be, getting to the girl was going to be even worse.

He watched Dmitry out of the corner of his eye. The other man studied a tablet computer with the blueprints to the station and the location where their source had said Liana was being held. It wasn’t in a particularly well-secured area, but if Hawk were the one hiding her, it was exactly where he’d do it. The only way in or out of the area was through one narrow corridor. She didn’t really need to be well guarded if her captors knew the way any potential rescuers would have to proceed. Fortunately, he and Dmitry were a bit more resourceful than the average mercenaries.

While their cargo was being unloaded, Dmitry went to the station bar located just outside the cargo hanger. Its purpose was to keep visitors in a contained area. Fortunately, Yuri had connections Dmitry was able to make use of.

As Dmitry made his way to the back of the bar, shadows seemed to swallow his surroundings. Perfect. He was a large man, and large men were easily noticed. He didn’t particularly care if anyone recognized him as long as they recognized him after he had Liana and was long gone. It also took some of the risk away from his contact. Easing into a corner booth, he ordered the drink his contact had instructed -- two vodka shots -- then sat back to wait.

He didn’t have to wait long. A few moments later, a tall, muscular woman eased into the seat across from him. She was dressed all in black leather, the sleek outfit hugging her powerful frame like a second skin. A loose cape fluttered around her body, her head covered by a large hood.

Her arms were bare, and for a moment he thought she might be some kind of transgendered alien. Muscles bulged as she moved, and Dmitry didn’t have to guess why she left her arms free. It was a blatant show of power. Anyone would think twice about crossing a human with that much muscle. Dark skin the color of deep ebony almost blended in with her clothing, but perfect white teeth peeked from her mouth as she parted her dark lips to speak.

“I’m Onyx. You’re Yuri’s brother?” Her voice was much softer and higher pitched then he’d expected given her size.

“Depends on why you need to know that.” It was all part of the process. Time consuming, but necessary.

She nodded to the two shot glasses. “You should really try your drink. This place prides itself in how smooth their vodka is.”

Dmitry raised an eyebrow but lifted the glass farthest away from him. Inside was a tiny chip. Dmitry downed the liquid and captured the tiny object underneath his tongue. He nodded, studying the empty glass. “Very smooth. I’d like a crate to take with me. Any idea where I might find such a precious package?”

Onyx smiled. “Precious, indeed. Best vodka in the quadrant. Word is, the best stuff is in the outer holding bay. It’s not very heavily guarded, but there’s only one way to get in. I suppose they feel their prize possession is secure, but there is a passage they don’t know about that might be able to help you get a crate out.”

“Interesting. You wouldn’t happen to know where this passage is, would you?”

She shrugged one shoulder and looked away. “Can’t help you there. As I said, it’s just a rumor. If I were you, I’d start with the 3D projection room. You can punch in blueprints of the station if you have a way to program the computer.” She nodded at him. Obviously, that’s what the chip was for.

Dmitry slid from his seat and stood. “I appreciate the tip, and the drink.”

“Anything to help out a fellow lover of fine vodka.” Onyx crossed her legs and lifted her shot in a salute before downing the clear liquid in one swallow.

Dmitry nodded his acknowledgement and left the bar for the projection room. He sent a silent message to Hawk so the other man would know what was happening before locking himself inside. A small electronic pad to program his simulation was on the wall next to the door, and Dmitry inserted the chip Onyx had given him into a tiny slot near the top of the device. In the middle of the room, the floor slid open to reveal a tunnel. Next to that, a holographic projection flickered into being. A map with the route outlined in yellow and a red dot flashing his destination hovered at eye level.

Memorizing the route took little effort, but Dmitry took his time, anyway. There could be no error. No delay. He had to get in, get Liana, and get out.

“I’ve secured the ship and set the parameter defenses. Anyone who gets too close will be fried.”

He looked back at Hawk. “Subtle. Real subtle.”

Hawk only shrugged. “Anyone getting that close to my ship deserves whatever he gets.”

“Nice.” Dmitri removed the chip and tucked it in his pocket. “Let’s go. The sooner we get out of here the better.”

“No argument there.” Hawk led the way with a drawn gun. In his huge hand, it looked like a normal laser. If they ran into anyone, the sight of Hawk alone would be more than enough to make them think twice about attacking. Hawk with a big-assed gun would make even the most hardened warriors careful about approaching with ill intent. Dmitry was definitely glad Hawk was on his side.

The corridor was bare of anything. No doors or windows or any kind of décor marred the steely surface. A few hallways branched off from the main passage, but Dmitry wasn’t interested. He knew which way he needed to go, and he simply assessed the danger of running into any guards and moved on.

They encountered no one. When they reached the small tunnel to the room where Liana was being held, Dmitry and Hawk went in opposite directions. They needed to make sure they knew how many guards were stationed there and where they were.

“I see one at the main entry and one farther down the corridor. No one is actually inside the room, and there don’t appear to be any electronic securities in place.” Hawk’s report should have pleased Dmitry, but it didn’t.

“They must be pretty confident no one can get in or out without them noticing,” Dmitry answered, feeling uneasy. “I don’t like this.”

“Me, neither.” Hawk walked around the small room they stood in. The tunnel Onyx had led them to entered Liana’s room directly beneath the bed. In addition, if they climbed up one level, there was a way into the vent above the outer door. That route didn’t seem to be one the designers of the tunnel had anticipated, nor was it on the map. It wasn’t easy to get to, and it seemed to be a later addition, given the look of the steel and titanium bulkheads.

“It’s possible the station authorities found these tunnels during later building. If so, we’re fucked,” Hawk observed. This was why Dmitry liked him so well. The man didn’t pull any punches.

“We don’t have much of a choice. If we move quickly, we might be able to at least make it to the ship before they find us. According to that map, if we take a right three sections back, we should come out near the hangar. That’s the way we’ll leave.”

“Do you think anyone knows they’ve been compromised?” Hawk raised an eyebrow.

“My gut says no. Onyx is a close friend of Yuri’s, and he wouldn’t have told us to contact her if he’d not been absolutely sure of her loyalty. If she knew anyone was on to their back tunnels, she’d have told us.”

“Then let’s move. The quicker we get the girl and back to the ship, the better I’ll feel.”

Hawk took the top route through the ventilation ducts, Dmitry the one in the floor underneath the bed. It was a tight fit, but Dmitry crawled from under the small bed and crouched, looking around. Liana was asleep, curled up with a blanket, and he ground his teeth to keep from groaning. Dark circles showed underneath her eyes, a testament to her anxiety even in sleep. It was like a punch to his gut. Liana was a sweet child. Whoever was responsible for this would pay for it with his life.

A moment later, Hawk dropped down from the ceiling as light as a cat. “Two guards outside the door. One left. One right. Not particularly attentive.”

Carefully, so he didn’t frighten Liana, Dmitry kissed her cheek and whispered in her ear softly. “Wake up, my little flower. It’s time to see your mother.”

The child’s eyes popped open, and she sat straight up, looking around her. When she found Dmitry, she threw herself at him, wrapped her little arms around his neck, and burst into tears.

“There, there. I’ve got you.” He stroked the child’s back and hair, trying to reassure her even as he kept his eyes on Hawk. The other man readied himself to leave when Dmitry had collected Liana. “Let’s go see your mommy.”

Liana let him carry her to Hawk, who lifted her up into the shaft above the room. Hawk followed, then Dmitry. A few minutes later, the three of them were back in the secret passage. Dmitry tried to put on a happy face for Liana, but inside dread was brewing.

As if on cue, raised voices echoed from the other end of the tunnel. They had been found out.

“Quickly!” Dmitry scooped up Liana and ran back down the passage. They took the passage back to the hanger as planned, only to find it heavily guarded from the outside. Apparently this route had been anticipated too.

“They’ve got us surrounded,” Hawk murmured. “Do we fight here, or outside?”

“Neither is a great option,” Dmitry answered, pulling a pistol from his shoulder holster. Liana whimpered and clung to him. The child seemed to instinctively know she had to be quiet. “Any suggestions?”

Hawk shrugged. “I say we fight our way out into the hangar. It’s closer to the ship, and there will be fewer people between us and the ship.”

“And more room to fight. The tunnels might cut down on the way they can effectively use their numbers against us, but there’s nothing to hide behind. With Liana here, I don’t want to take the chance of getting pinned down. Take Liana -- I’ll clear a path and you make a run for the ship.”

“I’m the bigger target and Liana doesn’t know me. It would be better for her if you went. Besides, I’ve got the better firepower, and you know I don’t share my guns.”

Both men checked their ammo and readied themselves for the battle to come. Dmitry sent up a silent prayer that he would be able to get Liana back to Karri unharmed. The odds were against them, but he had to believe they could do it. The alternative was unthinkable.

“Ready?” Hawk’s muscles bulged as he adjusted the grip on his gun.

“Do I have a choice?”

Hawk’s eyes gleamed with battle lust, a look Dmitry had seen and shared many times. Not today. Today he was filled with an emotion so new to him, it took a while to place. His heart slammed against his chest, and he couldn’t seem to catch his breath. All he wanted to do was hold Liana close, get her back to Karri, and tuck them both away someplace safe where nothing like this could ever happen again.

Fear. For the first time in his life, he feared the battle to come. He feared for Liana, feared for Karri. Feared that he’d lose them both again and, fuck it, fear didn’t even begin to cover how he felt. He was terrified.

“No,” Hawk answered. “You don’t. Ready?”

“As I’ll ever be.”

Hawk blasted the hatch open and, with a roar to do any space marine proud, stormed out into the hangar, guns blazing.




Chapter Six

 

The last thing Karri intended to do was wait while someone else went looking for her daughter. She had always been self-sufficient, and that wasn’t about to change just because Dmitry was angry with her. It took her a while, but she finally found a weapon. Finding clothing that fit her was almost as hard, but with a few creative ties and a couple of strips of duct tape, she managed.

She’d made her way into the bar just as Dmitry and Hawk left the woman, Onyx. If she wasn’t a warrior, Karri would give a month’s wages. She was almost as large as Dmitry, but still managed to have a feminine sway to her hips. For a moment, Karri was envious. This was a woman who’d never let her child be kidnapped.

As she passed, Karri fell into step beside her. “You spoke with Dmitry.”

At first Onyx ignored Karri, but when Karri refused to go away, the woman gripped her upper arm and pulled her into an alley next to the bar. “What are you doing here? You should have stayed aboard the ship,” she hissed.

“Liana is my daughter. I’m not sitting around while someone else rescues her.”

Onyx sighed and looked over Karri’s head at the sparse crowd making its way from the bar to the hangar. She seemed to be thinking, but Karri couldn’t be sure. Onyx was incredibly hard to read.

“Come on. When they get your daughter, they’ll probably exit in the hangar. The map I gave them showed the alternate outlet, and I can’t imagine they’d double back on themselves. Especially in such a limited area.”

Karri started to protest but thought better of it. Onyx was right. She’d better serve them if she were ready to help them fight their way out than she would trapped in there with them.

They took up positions on opposite sides of the bay with Onyx insisting Karri be near the ship. There were soldiers everywhere, and Karri knew she needed to be ready to scoop up Liana and run for cover on a moment’s notice. It seemed like the best option. Besides, Onyx hadn’t given her much choice, and Onyx was much more experienced in a firefight. The last thing Karri needed to do was distract the professionals. She’d never felt more helpless in her life.

No sooner had the drawn her weapon and readied herself than the hatch Onyx had shown her blew off, and Hawk burst through the opening, screaming in rage. Karri ducked in reflex. She’d never been in a battle before, but there was no way she was going to get squeamish now.

Hawk took down several guards before they ever got off a shot. Unfortunately, once they collected their wits about them, Hawk was vastly outnumbered. Onyx gave a battle cry that almost equaled Hawk’s before she attacked just as viciously and violently as Hawk.

Behind Hawk, just inside the hole he’d blasted, Karri saw Dmitry peeking around the edge, gun drawn. In his arms, clinging to him with arms and legs, was Liana. Karri’s knees almost buckled in relief, but she knew they were far from safe.

Reinforcements were streaming in from the hanger entrance and, as good as they were, there was no way Onyx and Hawk could hold off that many armed soldiers. Perhaps twenty more station guards took up position and entered the fight. Onyx stood back to back with Hawk, and together they fought, holding back the guards and laying cover fire for Dmitry.

“Go! Get Liana to safety!” Hawk yelled as he pulled a second gun. Lasers blazed all around. Dmitry wrapped one arm around Liana and shot his way out with the other. Beams of deadly light streaked all around them. A couple of times, Dmitry’s clothing smoked in places as a shot singed him. Still, they ran. About halfway to the ship, Dmitry was hit. Liana’s scream penetrated the chaos of the fight as they went to the deck.

“NO!” The scream erupted from Karri in one explosive burst. She ran toward Dmitry and Liana, heedless of the danger, knowing only that she had to get to the people she loved most in the universe.

Firing at anything that stood in her way, Karri reached Dmitry only to have him shove Liana at her. “Get back to the ship! Now!”

Karri scooped the child up and ran back up the entry ramp, sobbing all the way. She had to get Liana to safety, but she couldn’t leave Dmitry to die, either.

“Mommy!” Liana screamed, clinging to Karri. She couldn’t blame the child. She felt the same way. Relief for Liana warred with gnawing fear for Dmitry. Onyx and Hawk were perfectly capable of making sure they all made it back, but Karri just couldn’t abandon him. He was here because of her.

Karri whisked Liana to Hawk’s cabin. “Stay here. Don’t let anyone in, no matter what.”

“But I want to stay with you, Mommy!” Liana was obviously terrified. Finely reunited with her mother, she didn’t want to let Karri out of her sight. Karri pulled her close for a hard hug.

“I know, sweetheart, but we can’t leave Dmitry. He saved us both. He brought you back to me. I have to help him. Just stay here. I’ll be back before you know it.”

When Liana finally nodded, Karri shut the door and locked it. Taking a deep breath, Karri steadied herself before heading back down the ramp and to Dmitry.

The battle still raged, but Onyx was helping Dmitry to his feet as she fired blast after blast at attackers advancing all around them. Hawk yelled instructions, but Onyx was doing everything she could just to keep the soldiers away from her and Dmitry.

Karri ran as hard as she could, ducking her head and focusing on Dmitry. She had to trust to Hawk and Onyx to cover her.

“Get up!” she screamed. “Get up and run to the ship!”

“What the Christ are you doing, Karri? Get your ass back on that ship and take care of Liana!”

“She’s OK. I’m not leaving you here when you and Hawk are the ones who saved her to begin with. Now get your ass moving!”

Dmitry stumbled to his feet, gun drawn and firing as he and Karri made their way back to the ship. Hawk and Onyx followed, blasting their way through and stationing themselves at the ramp while Dmitry and Karri started the launch sequence.

“We’ll have to shoot our way out. There’s no way they’ll drop the shield and let us out voluntarily.” Dmitry seemed to be talking to himself rather than Karri, but she started the charge on the cannons and switched on their lasers.

“I’ll get Hawk and Onyx. Once the hatch is closed, get us out of here.” Karri didn’t give him time to protest her ordering him around; she simply did what had to be done to save her family.

She pulled Onyx inside. Getting Hawk to retreat wasn’t nearly as easy, but Onyx finally slapped him on the back of the head and yanked him inside. Karri closed the hatch and would have started back to the cockpit but Hawk gently shoved her back.

“Go be with Liana. Let us handle this.”

All of them disappeared into the command area, and Karri was left alone. She felt the vibrations of the ship as Dmitry readied it for liftoff. Felt the shudder as they fired volley after volley of torpedo and laser streaked toward the force field holding them inside the station.

Karri stumbled to the door to Dmitry’s cabin and into the small room. Liana immediately jumped into her arms and clung tightly to her. Knowing they might still be tossed about, Karri huddled in a corner with Liana, careful to keep as far away from unsteady objects as she could. It was all up to Dmitry now. There was nothing she could do but wait.

Somehow, the trusting came much easier than it ever had. Dmitry wouldn’t have come all this way only to let them all die at the last moment. He might not stay with her when it was over, but he’d make sure she and Liana were safe. Glad as she was to have Liana safe in her arms once again, she couldn’t help but feel a gaping hole in her heart.




Chapter Seven

 

“I was glad to see you guys took a good look at that map,” Onyx said, her muscled arms crossed over ample breasts. After seeing the woman fight, Dmitry was a little wary of her. She was not someone whose bad side he wanted to be on.

“We’re not dumb-asses,” Hawk groused. “It wasn’t hard to figure out.”

She merely raised one dark eyebrow. “I never said you were. You’ve proven you have the brain power to match the muscle power.”

“We’re highly trained marines. I’m not saying we’re perfect, but we don’t half-do anything, and we don’t miss much.” For some reason, Onyx rubbed Hawk the wrong way. Hawk was normally pretty even-tempered, only lashing out when strictly necessary. He’d always been the voice of reason, but hearing his tone with Onyx made Dmitry question if bringing her along had been a good idea.

“Hawk?” Dmitry laid an arm on his friend’s shoulder. “We can put her in an escape pod headed toward the nearest settlement if you think it’s best.” He said it quietly, but there was no way to keep Onyx from overhearing. In fact, Dmitry wasn’t sure he didn’t want her to hear.

“No. She stays,” was all Hawk would say. Dmitry didn’t miss the clenching of his jaw.

“You want to tell me the problem, then?”

Onyx snorted. “He’s just sore because I took out more guards than he did. Your partner doesn’t like being beaten by a woman.” She looked down her nose at Hawk in a slightly superior way. It was obvious she was very pleased with herself.

Hawk said nothing, but took the pilot’s seat and punched in several course headings designed to throw off anyone tracking them. At some point, he’d change transponders on their ship before heading to the rendezvous with Yuri and the others. They would effectively slip quietly off the grid.

Dmitry had to smother a smile. “Well, in that case, you two don’t get too rowdy in here. I’d like my ship in one piece when we meet with the others.”

“You going to make peace with Karri?” Hawk asked quietly. Despite being in some kind of inner turmoil of his own, he was still worried. Dmitry wasn’t certain if it was for him or for Karri. “Before you say anything, Dmitry, I just want to reiterate. That girl loves you. It’s obvious little Liana does too. Before you do or say anything that will change that, you’d better make sure it’s what you want.”

“You thinking about making a play for her?” Dmitry couldn’t help the slight sneer in his words. The image of Hawk kissing and holding close the naked Karri made him want to punch his long-time friend square in the face.

Hawk turned to face him then. “I don’t plan on it. Though, plans can change.”

Dmitry wanted to say something cutting and witty, or, at the very least, kick Hawk’s ass for suggesting he might decide to try to woo Karri, but he restrained himself. Barely. The fact was, he’d made damned sure Karri hadn’t expected him to stick around. He wasn’t exactly sure how Liana had been kidnapped, but Karri should have realized he’d move heaven and earth to keep that little girl safe. And she might have if he hadn’t told her every other day their relationship was only temporary. He should have been more concerned with the two of them than he had been about himself.

“Don’t even think about it.” The thought might have been Dmitry’s, but the voice had been Onyx’s. She looked at Hawk with narrowed eyes and a predatory smile.

“Just who the fuck do you think you are?” Hawk swiveled his seat to look at Onyx, an incredulous look on his face.

“It doesn’t matter who I am.” Onyx leaned casually against the bulkhead, never taking her eyes from Hawk. “What matters is that I’ve decided to make you my bitch. Do you think you can handle that?”

“Oh hell no! You did not just say that.”

Dmitry decided that was his cue to leave. Whatever game those two were playing, he did not want to even think about it. He had two other people on his mind at the moment. Karri and Liana. And how would he make things right. More importantly, how did he keep them once they were in his life again?

* * *

“We need to talk.” Karri had dreaded this moment since Dmitry had picked her up. He entered his cabin, where she and Liana still huddled in the corner in case the ship lurched again. She had given her reasons for betraying him, but nothing justified her actions. Would she do it again if necessary? Probably. Her daughter was more important than anything. But before it came to that, she’d make him listen to her. Give him a chance to either help her or turn his back on them.

“I’d prefer not to do this in front of Liana. I know it’s not going to be… polite.”

“Among other things,” Dmitry mumbled. Then he held out his hand to Liana. “I have a friend I’d like you to meet, Liana. Do you think I could talk you into staying with her for a while so your mommy and I can talk?”

“No thanks,” Liana piped up. “I’ll just stay with Mommy.”

Karri smothered a smile when Dmitry opened his mouth to say something, then closed it, utterly bewildered. He looked at her helplessly, and Karri took pity on him. It was the least she could do.

“Come on, sweetie.” Karri stood and took Liana’s hand. “We need to let the MedTech look at you. I want you healthy and uninjured.”

Liana lifted her knee, standing on one foot and teetering precariously. “I skinned my knee when Dmitry got hurt. Maybe he needs to go to the Techie, too.”

“I will, little one.” Dmitry smiled. The man was breathtakingly handsome when he smiled. Karri’s stomach fluttered. From the first moment she’d met him Karri hadn’t had a chance. He was every woman’s hottest fantasy wrapped in sinful sex. She was definitely not immune. “But I want you to go first. Won’t take but a second, and you’ll fee all better.”

“OK. My knee really does hurt.”

Liana let Dmitry and Karri guide her to a small infirmary. Inside was the medical computer unit designed to heal most injuries and treat most illnesses. In reality, it would take a couple of hours, but Liana would be asleep, and it would seem instantaneous.

“There you go.” Dmitry smiled and lifted her into the unit. Liana lay down and looked at him trustingly. “Your mother and I will be here when you wake up. Are you ready?”

When she nodded, Karri kissed her forehead, and Dmitry pressed a couple of buttons and Liana closed her eyes. Once she was safely asleep, the cylindrical unit closed around her and began the healing process.

“Stay with her while I get Onyx. I don’t want her accidentally waking up alone.” Dmitry’s face was once again expressionless as he headed out the door.

A few minutes later, he entered with the dark-skinned woman. She looked incredibly smug, but smiled warmly at Karri. “I’m so glad we got your daughter out safely.”

“Thanks to all of you,” Karri acknowledged. “I’ll never be able to thank you enough.”

“Well --” Onyx grinned wickedly. “-- I can’t speak for the men, but if you’d please just take this guy to bed and keep him there until he admits he’s madly in love with you, it will be thanks enough for me.”

Karri almost laughed out loud. Might have if she hadn’t been so nervous. Fortunately, Dmitry grabbed her upper arm -- gently this time -- and pushed her out the door. “Enough of that, Onyx. We can manage without help from you.”

Karri wasn’t sure what she expected when Dmitry guided her gently to his cabin, but when he scooped her up in his arms and laid her on the bed, she was definitely surprised. He said nothing, but stripped off his shirt and stood there looking at her. His ice-green eyes roamed her body like she longed for his hands to do before finding her face again.

“You are the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen, Karri. I was a fool to treat you as less than what you truly mean to me.”

She swallowed. “What do I mean to you?”

Dmitry scrubbed a hand over his face, then rubbed the back of his neck. He looked confused, or at least unsure of himself. It was an expression Karri had never seen from him before. Finally, he simply spread his hands out. “Everything. I can’t imagine life without you in it. Even when I went back to Yuri for that last mission, I knew I had to find you. I wasn’t sure you were the one who leaked our plans, but even as angry as I thought I was, I was relieved. It gave me the excuse I needed to look for you.”

“I’m so sorry, Dmitry,” Karri whispered. “I’m sorry I left, sorry I didn’t trust you enough to make you listen. More than anything, though, I’m sorry I betrayed you.”

Dmitry lowered himself on top of her. “Shhh.” He pressed his fingers to her lips. “It’s all over with and, given the circumstances, you did what you had to do. We can move on from this and start over.” He dipped his head to brush his lips against hers. “If you want to, that is.”

Karri gave a glad cry and wrapped her arms around Dmitry, pulling him more firmly into the kiss. His mouth opened to hers, and his tongue darted inside her mouth, lapping at her tongue and lips. She’d always loved the way he kissed her. There was something about the way he nibbled her lips gently and licked the inside of her mouth so thoroughly that made her burn for him. Even now, knowing she really needed to talk to him, to tell him what she expected from him if they were going to stay together, all she could think about was making love to him. She needed him with a passion that bordered on insanity.

“Oh, Dmitry,” she whispered brokenly between kisses, “I love you so much!”

“I love you too. I was a fool to think I could just leave whenever I wanted to.” Dmitry wrapped one arm around her, and pulled her thigh higher on his waist with the other. “Any mistakes we made, we made together. Now it’s time to fix them together. Liana is safe, and I’m not going anywhere without the two of you ever again.”




Chapter Eight

 

There was no more talk. There didn’t need to be. They simply clung to each other, taking pleasure in the act of touching and holding one another. Karri had never felt so completely happy in her life. Even the birth of her daughter had been fraught with sadness and uncertainty. Liana’s father had abandoned them, and Karri had had no idea what kind of life she could make for her infant daughter.

She’d made it on her own, but her happiness had been incomplete. Then she’d met Dmitry. Karri had known from the first day they’d met she needed him. Today, however, was the first time she’d known peace with him. There was nothing hanging over them, no impending doom or threats of either of them leaving. They were simply loving each other as their hearts told them they must.

Karri wrapped her arms around Dmitry and ran her hands over his broad back. She loved the way his skin felt. Muscles danced beneath his flesh at her touch, and her belly clenched. She squeezed her cunt, clamping down within herself and reaching for an orgasm she knew was near.

But not yet. Not until he was inside her where he belonged.

Karri reached between them for the fastenings to his pants, suddenly impatient to have him naked. Dmitry stood up and jerked off his boots, followed closely by his pants. Karri took that opportunity to rid herself of her own clothing and spread her legs for him.

Dmitry growled as he descended to her once again, this time catching one hard nipple in his mouth. He’d always loved her breasts. Most men Karri had known had thought them too small to be of much use, but Dmitry always lavished attention on them, much to her delight. Now he moaned as he suckled her, kneading the other breast. Karri gasped when he alternated breasts and gave the other one just as much attention. His eyes were closed, and he continued to make appreciative noises as he pleasured her chest. Karri loved every second of it.

She threaded her fingers through his hair, holding him to her. Big arms held her as close as she held him, and it struck Karri that he’d never clung to her as he was doing now. He’d allowed her to hold him, but he’d never made a possessive gesture before now.

Finally forsaking her breasts, Dmitry kissed his way down her belly to her bare cunt. Dmitry stopped when he reached her most intimate part. He looked at her as he stroked her bare mound. “Does your little pussy feel good when it’s bald?”

She nodded. There was no way she could speak. It would come out a squeak, and she didn’t want to embarrass herself.

“You’re perfect, Karri. And this --” He grazed her sex with his thumb. “-- is perfect, no matter how it’s dressed.”

With that, he lowered his head and made one long, slow lap from cunt to clit. Karri screamed and arched into him. Bracing her feet on the bed, she lifted her ass up, pressing herself against his mouth. Dmitry growled and gripped her bottom in his hands. He covered her cunt with his mouth and lapped back and forth, driving Karri slowly insane.

She tried valiantly, but could not hold back her pleasure. She screamed and thrashed against him as she came harder than she’d ever remember coming in her life. And like she’d told Hawk, it was Dmitry. It would always be…

Dmitry.

* * *

He’d known many women in his life, but none could ever compare to Karri. Dmitry knew beyond any doubt she would always be the woman he thought of when he thought about home and family. She and Liana had become more important to him than anything or anyone in his life. He freely admitted it now and didn’t care if that somehow made him weak. The way he saw it, his heart was stronger for needing her. When he was with her, he felt…

Complete. Warm. Loved.

As she came apart in his arms, Karri filled him with joy. She filled places in his heart he’d never known were empty. Her body was a bountiful treasure to be cherished. As was her heart. He intended to keep both safe.

Forever.

With one last lick, Dmitry crawled up her body, covering her with his bigger one. Before the last spasms left her, he swiped his cock between her cunt lips to lubricate himself, then slid inside her in one smooth stroke.

Sensations swamped him. The contractions of her pleasure squeezed his cock, driving him closer to the edge, himself. She clung to him and he took pleasure in that simple gesture.

Dmitry urged her legs around his hips. He stroked in and out, loving the way she responded to him. Her sighs and whimpers were the sweetest music. Kissing her would have been a great pleasure, but then he’d have deprived himself of the sounds she made as they loved each other. Instead, his lips found her neck just below her ear. He kissed and sucked gently, nipping when he felt the moment was right.

Karri bucked and writhed beneath him, the sensation sending a thrill through him. Over and over he thrust into her, relishing each movement of her body as she loved him as hard as he loved her. He tried to take his time. The last time they’d made love, it had been with anger and hurt in his heart. This time, there was only love and gratitude. The last thing he wanted was for this to be a quick romp. He wanted to take his time loving her, show her how much she meant to him.

“Oh, God, Dmitry,” she whimpered. “I’m coming! I’m coming!”

“That’s it, love.” His accent was thick in his pleasure. For once, he didn’t care. “Come for me. Let go.”

Her cunt squeezed him in rhythmic spasms, and Dmitry had to bite the inside of his cheek to keep from coming right along with her. To distract himself, he flipped them so she was on top of him. In the past, it had been his preferred position. He was a large man and Karri was tiny in comparison. The last thing he’d ever wanted to do was hurt her. It was a testament to his need that he hadn’t already put her on top.

“Dmitry!” Karri still had her arms wrapped around him. She didn’t sit up on his thighs, but pressed her body fully against his. She pumped her hips, slamming herself down on his cock in hard, quick strokes. Dmitry gripped her hips and met her thrust for thrust, needing to be as deep inside her as he could get. She was so tight and hot it was hard to focus on her. He wanted to take his own pleasure, but there was no way he was coming without her.

“Can you come for me again, Karri? I want you to come for me again.”

“Yes! Oh, God, yes, yes, yes!” Fluid gushed from her body and drenched him as an orgasm flooded her once again.

Dmitry gripped her hips hard as he plunged into her with bruising force. Again and again he slammed into her. His cock throbbed, his own release building with volcanic intensity.

“Come with me, Dmitry,” she whimpered. “Please, come with me. Come with me!”

“Karri!” Dmitry’s hoarse cry was a surrender. He freely gave his heart, his body, his everything to Karri. Wherever she went, he’d follow and keep her safe. Together, they’d keep Liana safe.

His cock pulsed inside her as he emptied himself. Karri’s body still spasmed around him, coaxing more of his seed from him. She still held him to her, just as he held her close.

When at last the pleasure ebbed, Dmitry rolled them to their sides. His breath came in gasps, and he felt as if he’d just run a kilometer at full speed. It felt good.

“I can’t promise it will always be easy, Karri, but I promise to always love you. I’ll keep you and Liana safe and love you both as long as I live.”

She snuggled deeper against his body, burrowing her face against the crook of his shoulder. “I know you will. I’ll support you in whatever you need to do with Yuri. Your work there is important.”

“Not as important as the two of you. We’ll find a balance. No matter what I do, you’ll always come first. Yuri will accept that. It was the reason he’s tried to focus the Consolidation on him and not the rest of us.” Dmitry sighed. “I remember being pissed as hell when I found out. I mean, why should he take all the risks? Now I understand. He was simply looking out for us. Doesn’t mean I like it, but I do understand it.” He kissed Karri once gently before going to the bathroom and bringing a cloth to clean them both. “Come on. Get dressed. Liana will be awake soon, and I won’t break my promise to be there when she does.”

Karri smiled and they walked to the MedTech hand in hand.




Epilogue

 

Hawk eyed Onyx suspiciously. The woman was an enigma. Hawk didn’t like puzzles. The more he talked to her, the less he knew. She seemed to know Yuri, but wouldn’t say how or why. He’d spoken to Yuri about it over a secure channel when they’d notified him they’d completed their search and were heading to the rendezvous point. Yuri had said nothing, only questioned why Onyx was with them and if she’d said anything about Consolidation high command.

Strike that. Hawk hated puzzles, and Onyx was a huge one.

Unfortunately, she also got him hard just looking at her. She was a take-charge kind of woman. Her remark about making him her bitch had almost caused him to lose a load, but not because he wanted to submit to her. Quite the opposite. Getting her to submit to him would be the greatest challenge, and pleasure, of his adult life.

The only question was, would she kill him before it was over?




Molotov Cocktail (Wanted 3)

Marteeka Karland

 

 

Hawk has been baffled by Onyx since he first met her. The woman defies all reason, teasing him to distraction only to rebuff him at every turn. A man can only take so much, and when Onyx defies his orders in the heat of battle, Hawk decides to show her what a fiery explosion a Molotov Cocktail can really ignite.




Chapter One

 

“It doesn’t matter who I am.” Onyx leaned casually against the bulkhead, never taking her eyes from Hawk. “What matters is that I’ve decided to make you my bitch. Do you think you can handle that?”

There was no way in the Universe Hawk would ever forget those words. They weren’t the first Onyx had spoken to him, but they had definitely been the most memorable. Every day since then, she’d tormented him to no end. She didn’t try to seduce him, only to play hard to get. She always gave the impression she was interested but in a way that made him feel she was the dominant. Hawk supposed most men would go along with it just to see what she’d do. Not him. He was a sexual dominant. Indeed, he was dominant in every aspect of life. He followed Yuri out of loyalty and respect, not because he couldn’t lead on his own.

Now, Hawk gripped the controls of the heavily armed but disguised war fighter. They were deep in Consolidation space. Now was not the time for Onyx to be playing her games. The damned woman sat in the co-pilot’s chair, looking at him. He hated it when she looked at him like that.

“Stop it,” he growled, fiddling with switches that didn’t need adjusting. Gods, he hated it when she sat there looking at him!

“Stop what?” The dark-skinned beauty merely smiled, shrugging her muscled shoulders. Onyx wasn’t an ordinary woman. Hawk would bet his ass she was enhanced, and most people found her five-foot eleven-inch frame intimidating. He found her impossibly sexy. She was built to take a hard ride, the kind of sex he needed, craved. He hated that he found her sexy. Especially now.

“Stop looking at me.” His jaw ached from clenching his teeth.

“But there’s…” She hissed the last syllable, letting it drag out. “So very much to look at.” Glancing at her out of the corner of his eye, he saw she lounged in the seat, elbow propped on the arm, looking at him as if he were a prime piece of meat and she was starving, her gaze centered squarely on his lap.

He felt naked. Exposed. With her watching him with such scrutiny, he had the silly urge to cover himself. The fact he was six-foot nine and over three hundred pounds of solid, space marine muscle made the feeling that much more annoying.

As if her very presence wasn’t tempting enough, she had to wear that leather V-cut vest that accented those temptingly full breasts. Lean, strong muscle sculpted her arms and leather-clad legs. He’d often fantasized about how hard those legs could hug his waist as he surged into her with long, sure strokes…

Fuck! How the hell was he supposed to concentrate?

“I don’t know why you insisted on coming along. You’ve done nothing but sit there.” For which he was thankful, though he’d never admit it. Had she actually moved about the small ship with him, they were liable to come into actual physical contact and then he’d have to fuck her. Hawk knew his abilities, and keeping his dick in his pants if she actually touched him was definitely beyond him.

“Oh, but I do so enjoy the view.” Her voice was low, sultry. “Besides, I had nothing better to do. Pulling your team member’s ass out of a hot situation seemed interesting enough. Yuri would never forgive you if you got hurt, and I can’t have a little thing like bodily harm come between you and your best friend.”

Hawk refused to rise to the bait. Staring straight ahead at -- well, nothing really -- he tried to simply ignore her. Maybe, if he were lucky, she’d go away.

He chanced a glance in her direction. Nope. Still there. And she was skimming the edge of her top with her fingers. Back and forth, almost absently. If it were his fingers skimming her top, he’d trace the swell of each breast before simply ripping away that infuriating, offending garment. He hated that stupid top. It revealed much more than it concealed, yet didn’t reveal enough. There were only so many things a man could take, and Onyx seemed to be pushing every single one of his buttons as hard and as fast as she could.

Time passed. She didn’t move. Hawk had relaxed somewhat, his raging hard-on now only a minor nuisance. They were almost to the station where Storm, his comrade and fellow marine, was being held. If their intel was correct, the station was one of many prisons constructed in plain sight. The outer rings of the station functioned as they were supposed to, housing shops, bars and overnight accommodations for deep space travelers. The inner hub, however, held closely guarded prisons where the captives were tortured for information before being exterminated. Hawk only hoped Storm could feed them enough accurate information to keep himself alive until he got there.

It was part of their private training when they were kids. Raised soldiers, Hawk, Storm, Yuri and Demetri had all gone through extensive interrogation resistance training. The Consolidation had long since discarded that practice in favor of explosive implants the soldier could detonate if he were captured with no hope of escape. The four of them had managed to avoid that particular device because they’d defected and gone rogue. Which, unfortunately, made them wanted men.

Hawk had just switched on the autopilot for the remainder of the trip, as the flight path had to be precise to the kilometer, when Onyx slid one leather-clad leg over his lap, straddling him so they were face to face. Her fingers traced the scars on his face. It was all Hawk could do not to flinch at her touch. Whoever said chicks dig scars obviously hadn’t seen his. His skin was a criss-cross of fine white lines.

“You should smile more, you know,” she said almost absently. “You really do have a handsome face.”

When she slid her body so seductively against his, Hawk sank his fingers into her curves in a bruising grip. How much was a man supposed to take? She was practically begging him to take her!

She stared at him as if she were fascinated by him. Handsome, indeed. He was heavily battle scarred. There was nothing handsome about him and hadn’t been since he was a youth. He was freakishly large, too. Women might find him an interesting pastime, or a dangerous warrior with whom to live out a fleeting fantasy, but no one thought him handsome.

Just as abruptly as she’d invaded his personal space, Onyx slid with cat-like grace from his lap. She flashed him a teasing smile before turning and going to the rear of the ship. Hawk just sat there. Sweat beaded on his brow and upper lip. Painfully hard, his erection strained his breeches and he almost groaned aloud. The woman would be the death of him.

He wanted to say something harsh and grating to drive her away, but the words wouldn’t come. Hell, he doubted he could string two words together coherently at the moment.

Her musical laughter had him grinding his teeth.

“You really have no clue what to do with me, do you, Hawk?” She was laughing at him.

Unfortunately, they were too close to Nova Station for him to prove to her exactly how wrong she was. Hawk sprang to his feet and stalked across the distance separating them in three long strides. He caught her wrists, shoving them up against the bulkhead, holding them in place with one hand. “You’re trying my patience, woman.”

Onyx raised one delicately arched eyebrow at him. “And just what are you planning on doing about it, hmm?”

Her taunting amusement was enough to make a saint crack. Hawk was no saint.

Violence simmering beneath the surface of what remained of his composure, Hawk swooped down to claim her mouth with his. He didn’t try to soften the blow or protect her from the force of his need. He mashed her body against the bulkhead with his, uncaring if he hurt her. She had tormented him for the better part of six hours. Hell, she’d been tormenting him since the moment he met her, and it was time for payback.

Lust and passion burned hot inside his gut, straining for release, begging him to rip the clothes from her delectable body and fuck her silly. He thrust his tongue deep -- just like he wanted to thrust his cock. He didn’t care if he buried himself in her mouth, pussy or ass as long as he got relief from the perpetual hard-on she’d given him.

He held her there, claiming her, mastering her. Only she kissed him right back with just as much vigor and passion as he kissed her. Hawk nipped her lower lip, a small punishment she gave right back to him. Hawk wasn’t certain she hadn’t brought blood with her nip. Not that he cared. She warred with him for dominance, and he absolutely could not let her have control. Would not.

Mashing his body against hers even harder, pinning her in place, Hawk continued his assault on her. And he didn’t try to fool himself into believing it was anything other than an assault. There was nothing tender or loving about his possession of her. He sought only to punish her for teasing him so unmercifully during the journey.

His tongue invaded. Hers invaded right back. He pressed hard against her. She thrust against him. It was a battle of wills neither of them seemed destined to win. Strangely, it made Hawk all the hotter. He would have this woman. He would have her begging him to take her while she writhed beneath him. It was a promise he made to both of them, and Hawk never broke his word.




Chapter Two

 

Onyx had never been so glad to be right in her life. Hawk kept his great strength leashed except in battle, but underneath his gentle exterior beat the heart of a warrior. He was a rough, aggressive male encased in a giant’s body. As a result, he was careful of others. But she was made for him. She’d known it the moment she’d met him. His body spoke of rough, hot sex and she was determined to make him hers.

At the moment, Hawk was kissing her like he meant business. He had yet to fully dominate her, but she knew he was close. He held her arms pinned, her body held solidly against the bulkhead by his. Gods, his hands were rough, hard, possessive even! Onyx absolutely loved it, but she wanted more. She wanted Hawk uncontrolled, uncaring of anything but sating himself with her in a frenzy of lust.

Rough hands squeezed her breasts through her vest. A dominant male body pressed insistently against hers. He seemed to mold her so he fit perfectly.

But he did no more. Didn’t try to remove her clothing. Didn’t remove his. Nothing. Much as she wanted to see if he’d actually make a move, that wasn’t how she rolled. Either he wanted her enough to take her or he didn’t. There was no making up his mind or taking it slow.

Onyx pulled a knife from the side of her leather pants and shoved the point just under Hawk’s chin. “Let me go.” She said it as mildly as she could, careful not to let disappointment show. Hawk had it in him to dominate the hell out of her. She just needed to push him further. He wanted to let loose -- she knew it in her very soul, could see it in the ice blue of his eyes. He just hadn’t tumbled over that edge yet.

But he would. Onyx would see to it.

For a heartbeat, they stood looking at each other, neither giving an inch. Hawk looked fiercer than she’d seen him even in the height of battle. Onyx almost smiled. That was where she wanted him. Then he backed away without a word. His eyes never left hers, and he didn’t acknowledge the knife she held on him. He seemed about to say something, but an alarm sounded insistently and he actually growled, clenching his fists as he stalked the few steps to the pilot’s console.

“We’re there. Nova Station.” His voice was husky as he growled the words. He kept his back to her so Onyx couldn’t see his face, but she’d bet he was mad as hell. Good. Let him stew. Unless she’d greatly underestimated him, it would make him that much more aggressive when the time came.

“Are you sure he’s there?” Onyx hated small talk, especially when she’d rather be engaged in other activities.

He glanced back at her over his shoulder, the look scathing. He probably would have intimidated anyone else, but Onyx had to suppress a smile. This man was so hers.

“Do you honestly think I’d have come all this way, suffered every hour of this trip with a woman who grates on my last nerve, if I weren’t sure Storm was here?”

She grinned at him. “If you’d left me behind, you’d have even less of a chance of getting Storm out than you do now. You need me and you know it.”

He turned away from her, scowling. “They’re locked on to us. Bringing us in. Your job will be to make sure we’re free of their tractor beam when I get back to the ship with Storm.”

“Like hell!”

“Don’t argue with me, Onyx,” he snapped. “I’ve got enough to keep track of without wondering if you’re going to pull a knife on me again or not.”

“You deserved it, and I’m not apologizing for it.”

Hawk bared his teeth at her in a savage snarl as he turned his back on her. Oh, this was too good. He was definitely close to where she wanted him.

“You’re a distraction I don’t need,” he muttered. “Stay on the ship and be ready to go. It’ll be up to you to get us out of here.”

“Don’t patronize me. You need someone to have your back. There’s every possibility you’re walking into a trap. Whether or not Storm talked, the Consolidation knows the four of you work as a team. They’ll be counting on a rescue attempt, and as much trouble as Yuri has caused them, they’ve got to be itching to have all four of you as prisoners.”

He turned to face her, advancing. There was something wild in his eyes now. Something that hadn’t been there before. Just like she knew she would, Onyx creamed her panties. This was Hawk unleashed. This was the man she wanted in her bed, taking her, claiming her. In that moment, Hawk was exactly the man he had been born to be, not the man he fooled others into believing he was. Hawk was a killer. Pure and simple. A born dominant in every sense of the word.

The moment he was within arm’s reach of her, his hand shot out and wrapped around her throat, easily spanning the slender column. Onyx wasn’t a shrinking violet. She was tall and strong and a force to be reckoned with in her own right. But when Hawk chose to bring the force of his strength and size to bear on her, she felt like a delicate flower next to him.

“You. Will. Do. As. I. Tell. You.” He bit each word out through clenched teeth, his grip on her throat tightening ever so slightly. He didn’t cut off her air, but there was no doubt in either of them he could have if he chose.

For several heartbeats, they both held eye contact, neither budging. Onyx wasn’t about to give in just because he flexed his muscles. She was dead serious about him walking into a trap.

Hawk swore viciously, never letting go of her neck. With his free hand he dug into a cabinet where he’d stowed several items before leaving. Onyx didn’t see what he retrieved, but a second later cool metal snapped around her wrist and stuck solidly to the bulkhead.

“What the fuck?” She tugged and wrenched with all her strength but couldn’t get out of the cuffs or budge them from the wall.

“They will release in exactly thirty minutes. That should give me time to get close to Storm. I expect you to have this ship free of the tractor beam and unclamped from the docking moor, ready for departure when we get back.”

Turning his back on her, Hawk opened the hatch and left the small vessel. Onyx let out a furious screech, but when the hatch closed, a slow smile spread across her face and she actually laughed.




Chapter Three

 

She’d probably kill him. Hawk knew it the second he heard that unladylike squawk when he shut Onyx up safely in the ship. Restraining her was the only way he knew he could keep her safe. It was underhanded and not at all smooth and cavalier like Yuri or Storm would have been with a woman, but it was all he was capable of. He couldn’t very well explain how he felt. Hell, he didn’t even know himself. There was no way he was letting her go with him on this when he was certainly walking into a fight. She was correct that there would likely be a trap, and he wasn’t willing to risk her. She was prickly and way too fem domme for her own good, but Hawk still cared for her. In a sick, twisted, perverted kind of way. He wanted to fuck her six ways from Saturn and back again, but he knew that would never happen. Instead, he’d keep her as safe as he could. If he didn’t get his ass back to the ship pretty soon after those cuffs released her, he knew she’d come looking for him.

This wasn’t like the last time they broke into the inner, secret workings of a space station. There was no one to meet for directions. He had to find his own way, and that meant relying on old blueprints and hoping the Consolidation kept to their policy of uniformity. With a little luck, maybe he could get in, grab Storm and get out without much of a fuss.

Making his way down a deserted corridor, Hawk thanked the Heavens he had timed his arrival with the station’s night cycle. Few people were up and about, and security was just a little bit lax.

At the end of the corridor, there was a vent. According to the blueprint, it should lead deeper into the heart of the station. If he were right, the maze of ducts should lead him to his destination.

It was a tight fit. If he ran into resistance, there was no way he was getting out the way he came in. He’d have to use a more maneuverable path, and that meant fighting his way out. Not that he was opposed to it -- hell, he’d prefer it. But he couldn’t very well leave Onyx shackled in his ship with no way to defend herself. He had to at least be extra careful not to get caught until the timer released her cuffs.

Crawling on his elbows, Hawk was sweating by the time he made the third turn. Sure enough, the duct led to the prisons. Vague moans and cries of pain echoed all around him until he couldn’t tell which way to go. Twice, he circled back to the main station and had to scoot back to the last bend and take a different route. Being a space marine meant he’d endured all kinds of environments, and claustrophobia had never been a problem. But by the time he found the guard station for the prison, he couldn’t have given two shits if he raised all kinds of alarms. He was getting out of the damned vents. Now.

Hawk waited until he spotted both guards and was certain there wasn’t a third before making his move. Getting as close to the vent as possible, Hawk shoved with all his might. The vent exploded from the wall, and Hawk dove out head first, tucking into a ball and rolling as he hit the floor.

He was on his feet in one smooth motion, gun in one hand, knife in the other. The guard closest to the console and the alarm took a round in the chest, then the throat. Blood splattered, and the man clutched his gored throat instinctively, dying before he hit the ground. The other man had time to draw his weapon, but little else. Hawk’s enhanced muscles and reflexes held him in good stead, and he buried the knife to the hilt in the guard’s ear.

Both guards lay slumped on the floor, blood pooling around them. Hawk glanced at his watch. If protocol hadn’t changed, the night surveillance cameras would make a ten-second sweep of the area in exactly fifteen minutes. He had that long to find Storm and get the hell out before everything crashed down around him.

Glancing at a tablet lying on the console at the first guard’s station, he found Storm’s name, ID number and cell block. The guard tower was situated above the prison units, accessible by a single service stair. If he was found out, that narrow stair was his only way out of the prison area. He was risking being trapped with Storm by going down, but he had little choice. Hawk retrieved his knife and grabbed the guard’s pistol and his swipe key as he descended into the prison area.

The lights were dim, glowing softly only every few hundred feet. Surgically enhanced vision wasn’t something Hawk had opted for, fearing the loss of his sight. More than once, he’d wished he hadn’t been so squeamish.

Precious seconds ticked by. He was in the right area but couldn’t find the cell. They were numbered in code so that each cell number appeared to be random. Without the key to translate the cell numbers, he had to check every unit until he found the right one.

Three minutes later, he found Storm. A swipe of the card and the door slid open. Storm sat with his back to the wall, his hands on his knees. His hair was unkempt and shaggy. His face had several days’ growth of beard, and the place stank of excrement.

“You look like you’ve seen better days,” Hawk said, senses alert to everything around them, searching for the merest hint he’d been discovered.

“Yeah, and you’re still as beautiful as ever.” Storm was probably the only person alive who could have said that and gotten away with it, but Hawk couldn’t have cared less. Storm was alive. Something tight in his chest loosened just a little, and he managed a small smile.

“Let’s get the hell outta here so you can take a bath. You stink.”

Storm was on his feet and moving out of the cell. He was much thinner but didn’t appear to have suffered any lasting effects. On his way out of the cell, Storm snagged the swipe card as he passed Hawk and headed deeper into the cell block. Confused, Hawk followed, figuring his friend had a good reason for doing whatever he was doing.

“Do we have time for this?” Hawk whispered softly to Storm, knowing the other man’s enhanced hearing would pick up the sound.

“We’re making time.”

Hawk recognized Storm’s tone and knew there was no arguing with his friend. Better to just follow him and be done with it rather than take the time for an argument Hawk had no hope of winning.

It didn’t take long for Storm to find the right cell. At first, Hawk thought the inside was empty, but then he noticed a slight movement in the far corner. He thought it was a small dog at first. All he could truly make out was a mass of dark brown hair. Then the mass moved, rising a little so he saw large eyes on a too-small face.

“Christ!” Storm’s curse was soft, but still audible and so full of caged fury even Hawk glanced at him. His face was an expressionless mask, but his eyes blazed with leashed rage. Storm scooped up the small bundle, and Hawk realized it was a woman. Well, more like a girl. Hawk doubted she was out of her teens. She was dressed in rags that did nothing to conceal her body, and she was covered in blood and filth.

Hawk kept careful watch, keeping all his enhanced senses on the alert. Something didn’t feel right. They had exactly seven minutes before the camera sweep, but something had the fine hairs on the back of Hawk’s neck prickling. He watched as Storm used gentle fingers to push the girl’s hair away from her face, murmuring softly to her.

“We need to go, Storm. Now.” Hawk knew it was all going to hell. He could feel it in his bones. They still had to make it up the stairs to the guard tower or they were stuck.

Storm draped the girl over his shoulder, his arm securing her legs. She looked like dead weight to Hawk. If they had to fight their way out -- and Hawk was growing more and more sure they would with every passing second -- there was no way she could go with them under her own power. He started to question Storm, but one look at the other man’s eyes and Hawk swallowed his protest. Hell, he couldn’t leave the girl behind any more than Storm could. She obviously wouldn’t last much longer in this hellhole.

Hawk tossed the guard’s gun to Storm, and both men sprinted back down the cell block to the stairs. As they approached, Hawk heard battle sounds, complete with a Valkyrie’s battle cry.

“Son of a fucking bitch!” It could only be Onyx. The infuriating woman had come after him and was holding off the security teams so they could escape. Part of him was grateful for her help, but another, more primitive part was furious. And scared out of his mind. Hawk had to hold the beast inside him at bay, keep a clear head, or they were all dead.




Chapter Four

 

Hawk sprinted ahead in a semi-crouch, gun at the ready, taking the stairs three at a time. The seconds it took to ascend the long stairway seemed an eternity. Gunfire zinged heavy in the air from lasers as well as traditional firearms. Smoke from singed bulkheads drifted into the small passage as Hawk approached the guards’ station.

Onyx had jammed the door open, defending it with a viciousness Hawk couldn’t help but admire. She wielded two huge military issue guns. Muscles bunched over her arms, shoulders and back with every shot of her weapons. Hawk noticed a fresh burn across the outside of her biceps, but she didn’t stop.

Sweat made her dark skin glisten in the dim lighting as all around her guards dropped one by one. To Hawk, she looked like an avenging angel. Time seemed to slow, and Hawk couldn’t pull his gaze away from her. He’d known from the moment he saw her she was the woman for him, but until this very instant he hadn’t known just how much he needed to possess her. It was completely inappropriate, more than a little dangerous to him, to her, and to Storm and his stowaway, but Hawk sported the biggest hard-on of his life.

“Don’t just stand there, get them moving!” Onyx didn’t turn her head, didn’t look at him, but Hawk knew she felt his presence. The same way he’d known she was there fighting for their freedom.

Her words spurred him on, ushering Storm out into the open area above the prison. They advanced steadily, shooting anything that moved. More than one laser singed Hawk’s skin as they fought out of the inner station back to the more crowded outer ring. Thankfully, nothing scored a direct hit and he kept moving, kept pushing Storm. Onyx was always at his back, covering them. It seemed natural to Hawk, fighting with her. He brushed her body with his continually, assuring himself she was right behind him. It went against everything in him to let her bring up the rear, but he knew the real danger was ahead of them, the numbers greater near the hangar and their ship.

“Did you get us free of the tractor?” Hawk’s question was barely audible in the ongoing chaos.

“Yes,” Onyx shouted over her shoulder. “We should be able to leave as soon as we get aboard.”

Hawk had to rely on directional postings on the bulkheads as well as his memory of the station layout to get them back to the outer station. Twice they had to double back, and it was becoming increasingly clear they had virtually no chance of getting out of the prison section alive. The longer they took getting to the ship, the more security personnel had time to meet them and prevent their escape.

Finally, finally, Hawk burst into the hangar. It wasn’t where he’d thought they’d been heading, but he’d take what he could get at this point. The ship was on the other side of the bay, but at least they had adequate cover between them and the security teams coming at them from both the front and rear.

“Go!” He waved Storm toward the ship, covering his friend by laying down fire in the general direction of their transport. Onyx moved with him, shadowing him as gracefully as any dancer. The stench of ozone permeated the air as sparks flew from the bulkheads where laser fire hit.

Hawk moved them steadily toward the ship, covering Storm as he went, careful to draw fire away from his friend and the woman he carried.

Once he knew Storm was safely aboard, he grabbed Onyx’s arm. “Move!” he shouted to her as he took a more direct route to the ship. “I’ll cover you and go around the left side.”

He didn’t wait to see if she followed his direction but continued to draw fire away from the ship and Onyx. Several times laser fire caught him but only grazed his skin. He shrugged away the pain and kept on fighting. He’d been burned by lasers before. What were a few more scars to add to the ones he already had?

When Hawk was sure Onyx had had enough time to reach the ship, he made his way there, firing several shots with every step. He backed up the ramp, closing it as he continued to pummel the security guards with laser fire until the ship was completely sealed and ready for take off.

Hawk fell back against the bulkhead for a second, breathing hard before moving into the cockpit. He started to take the copilot’s chair beside Storm, but a quick glance told him Onyx wasn’t there.

“Where’s Onyx?” His chest clenched, and for a moment Hawk thought he might throw up. What a strong space marine he was turning out to be.

“I thought she was right behind you.” Storm glanced at Hawk, his hand on the controls. They had been about to take off, but Storm hesitated. “What do you want me to do?”

Hawk spared him a sharp glance before turning to go back. The girl Storm had brought with them spoke then. Her voice was soft but slightly rusty, as if she hadn’t used it in a while. “I think she was injured. She was next to the crates by the big yellow ship docked two moorings down from us.”

She might not look like more than a prison rat, but the girl was observant. Knowing where to look for Onyx would help tremendously.

Opening the ramp once more, Hawk went at a dead run, shooting all the while. Storm provided cover fire from the ship which made a hell of a lot better impact than their hand-held weapons.

Laser fire sliced through the air, always just missing him. Hawk sent up a silent prayer to any god willing to listen. The number of opposing soldiers grew by the second, and their chances of getting back to the ship were slim at best. Sweat ran into his eyes, blurring his vision, but he pressed on, shutting out all discomfort. He had one goal. Find Onyx. After that, he’d worry about getting them to safety.

He found her right where the girl had said she was. Someone had scored a hit on her left thigh. The stench of burning flesh was strong. Had he not been the battle-hardened veteran he was, he might have retched.

Onyx, for her part, might not be able to make a run for it, but she wasn’t sitting by passively either. “Hand me my gun.” She barely looked up at him. Working on stuffing a ripped strip of cloth into a couple of liquor bottles, the only thing she concentrated on was the task at hand. Sparks from exploding laser fire rained down around her, but she barely seemed to notice as she sat the behind the bulky titanium crate.

“Are you fucking nuts? We’ve got to get out of here!” Hawk was convinced the woman was certifiable. They needed to get back to the damned ship.

“Hush and help me,” she replied as if they weren’t being shot at.

If they made it out of this alive, he was going to kill her.

Hawk fired off several shots as he shoved the gun at her. That was when he noticed two other bottles with strips of cloth jammed into them with about an eight-inch section of the material draped over the lip of the bottles. “What the hell are you doing?”

She had the nerve to grin at him. “Making Molotov Cocktails, of course.” The wicked glee in her eyes told him whatever it was had to be destructive. Onyx was nothing if not bloodthirsty.

“A firebomb isn’t going to help us here, Onyx. Titanium isn’t exactly flammable.”

She snorted, shaking her head as she reached for the last bottle at her side. “Obviously you’ve never taken Onyx’s class on the Proper Making of a Molotov Cocktail.”

“Other than the drink, I’ve never had the pleasure, no,” Hawk replied, dryly.

“You’re more of a man than I thought if you actually drink that rotgut.”

Hawk fired off several more shots, gritting his teeth to keep from rising to her barb. He watched as she quickly dismantled her gun, pulling out the power core and dropping it into the last bottle. The cloth she stuffed into the bottle was wet -- presumably with alcohol. Pulling out a mini-torch from a flap in the side of her boot, she quickly lit the first of the three homemade bombs.

Turning to him, she grinned, obviously not distressed by her wound in the least. “Down the hatch, big boy.” Onyx threw the bottle as hard as she could, her hair whipping around her face with the forward momentum. The bottle struck the floor in front of a small group of security taking cover behind the landing skiff of a nearby ship. Hawk expected a small fireball, but the ensuing explosion knocked him on his ass. Literally.

“Son of a bitch, that was big!”

Onyx snorted. “Of course. Anything worth doing is worth doing big.” She calmly lit another one and hurled it. Hawk was prepared this time and ducked closer to the crate, avoiding the shockwave. He laid down more cover fire as Onyx threw the third bottle.

When the third makeshift bomb detonated, Hawk scooped her up in a fireman’s carry and sprinted back to the ship. She wasn’t a small woman by any means, but Hawk was genetically and cybernetically enhanced. He also had a will of iron. He was getting Onyx back to the ship and safety no matter what.

Storm had abandoned the large, bulky ship guns for two rifles which he wielded like handguns, firing over and over in different directions. Hawk stumbled but managed to keep his footing. A dozen strides later he flung Onyx into the ship as he followed, Storm already raising the ramp and lifting off.

Hawk wasn’t sure what happened after that, though Storm must have managed a clean getaway because no one shot at them. All he could do was lie flat on his back, panting and sweating. He took a quick inventory of his injuries and determined he had nothing life-threatening. He hurt like hell from several burns over his arms and legs, and one on the side of his face, but other than that, he’d survived intact.

“Where else are you hit?” he asked Onyx as he rolled over, getting to his knees and crawling to her side.

“Just my leg. Thank goodness it was a laser. The wound is cauterized. Hurts like hell but it’s not bleeding.”

Hawk merely grunted as he pulled out a med kit. He ran a small scanner over her leg, punching in adjustments as the module told him to. A few minutes later, the worst of the damage was repaired and an anesthetic applied to ease her pain.

She looked at him, meeting his gaze squarely. “Thanks for coming after me.”

He snorted. “I should have left your ass there. I told you to stay here!” Now that the adrenaline was leaving his system, Hawk found himself shaking. He’d nearly lost her! She’d deliberately disobeyed him, and it had almost cost her life.

“They were on to you. Security was called to the prison, and I couldn’t just sit here while you were trapped in that hellhole! That’s not what I signed up for.” She didn’t flinch from him, though Hawk knew he had to look murderous. He couldn’t remember a time in his life when he was so furious with anyone.

“Later,” he growled, pulling her up by the arm and shoving her toward the cockpit. “When we get back to base, we’ll discuss this. Right now, Storm needs to clean up before he pollutes the whole damned ship with that shit-smelling foulness he has all over him and the girl.”

Storm rose from the command chair, giving him a one-fingered salute before carefully picking up the feminine bundle he’d brought aboard the ship. Hawk watched him go, his heart going out to the girl. She’d obviously been through a living nightmare. He took a deep, calming breath before turning back to Onyx. She met his gaze without flinching.

“You’ve earned yourself a punishment.”

A startled look crossed her face before she got her expression back under control. “And just who do you plan to get to administer this ‘punishment’?”

“I’ll be doing it myself. And just so we’re clear, when I’m done, your life as you know it will be over.”




Chapter Five

 

Onyx tried to hide her smile. Knowing she’d probably fail miserably, she turned her head, trying to look contrite. So, this was finally it. Hawk. Unleashed. Unless he calmed down considerably before they reached base, he might just prove to be the lover she knew he was capable of being.

The flight back to base was done in silence. Hawk didn’t move other than to make adjustments on the console instrumentation. He said nothing, and Onyx’s attempt at small talk was ignored. Strangely, she squirmed. It was a new sensation for Onyx, and she wasn’t sure she liked it. Sex with Hawk after such a close brush with death would have been hot, rough and deeply fulfilling. Sitting next to him for three hours while he silently stewed over recent events was… disconcerting. At best.

For the first time in her life, Onyx actually felt a little sliver of fear clenching in her gut. What if she’d pushed him past reason? She wasn’t actually a part of their organization. What did she actually know about these men? She was a capable woman and worked alongside men in every dangerous profession she could think of from mercenary to marine.

But Hawk…

Hawk was different from any man she’d ever come across. She’d never seen such a violent man try so hard to be civil. It wasn’t that he was evil, he was just a born warrior. Sure, he was genetically and physically enhanced, but he would have been a force to be reckoned with regardless. He was single-minded in his determination to destroy those he considered his enemy, and he would gladly lay down his life for those he considered his. Whether she fell into the first or second category, Onyx had no clue. She wasn’t sure she wanted to be either.

“Look,” she said, trying again to get him talking. “This isn’t working out for us. I’m obviously used to doing things my way. You’re used to people doing them yours.”

As expected, he said nothing. He didn’t even acknowledge her. The only sign he heard her at all was the muscle in his jaw that kept clenching and unclenching.

Onyx sighed. That sinking feeling in the pit of her stomach got worse. Perversely, her cunt got wetter. She’d thought she wanted Hawk out of control. She got the feeling she’d bitten off more than she could chew.

Oh, well. She wasn’t one to dwell on things out of her hands. If Hawk decided she was his enemy, she’d fight her way out. She had faith in herself and her abilities. She’d trained the better part of her life to be able to defend herself and those she loved. She was a survivor. Deep down, where it counted, she knew Hawk would never actually harm her. She was more worried about what he wouldn’t do. Afraid he wouldn’t take her like he meant to keep her, and, god damn it, she needed him to do exactly that.

Sitting there, looking at him, she couldn’t help but wonder what it would be like to have him wrapped around her, taking her with ruthless abandon. He was strong. Freakishly so. His arms had to be as big as her thighs and so heavily muscled she wasn’t sure how his skin contained all that beef. Veins crawled up his arms from his hands to his shoulders like thick vines. The rest of him was covered with leather, but it wasn’t hard to imagine the muscle rippling over his chest, abdomen and legs. The man was a lethal weapon.

Stars, she wanted him!

They dropped their ship halfway through the trip for a clean one Hawk had stashed on a local moon before proceeding to their base. Now, Hawk guided the ship into the asteroid where Yuri had them holed up. The minerals and metals embedded in the rock made it nearly impossible to detect them with any kind of scanning device.

He powered down the ship and turned to face Onyx. “Don’t move.” They were the first words he’d spoken since they’d entered the cockpit.

Onyx sat back and shrugged, trying not to betray her nerves. “Since I have nowhere to go, I don’t see a problem with that.”

He gave her a hard look, as if sizing her up. He turned to leave, then turned back to her. Without saying a word to her, Hawk snagged her wrists, snapping on the same cuffs. Instead of fastening them to the wall this time, he locked her to the chair. Onyx gave a snort, not at all surprised he forced her capitulation even though she’d said she would stay put.

She heard him and Storm leaving the ship. The soft murmur of their voices was audible, but she wasn’t able to understand what they said. He left the door open so she could hear others milling about, but no one entered the ship. Then there was silence.

Sitting there waiting for Hawk to return proved to be the hardest thing she’d ever been forced to do. All kinds of things ran through her mind. Was he really angry with her? If he was, why had he rescued her in the first place? He’d been safely aboard the ship with his friend. He had no obligation to her. Hell, he hadn’t wanted her to go along to begin with. So what would he do to her?

Slow, heavy footfalls on the ramp signaled his return. Onyx found her heart pounding in her ears, and her belly clenched. Had she pushed her gentle giant too far?

She sighed to herself. That was the problem right there. She persisted in seeing Hawk as someone who tempered his strength. He wasn’t a nice man. He was a soldier. Deadly when necessary, always in control. Hawk might choose to allow others to take the lead from time to time, but he was a hardened warrior. Nothing more, nothing less.

Without a word, he unfastened her cuffs from the chair but left them clamped to her wrist, pulling her to her feet as he did so. Turning her around, he fastened the cuffs together at the small of her back.

“So I’m a prisoner now?” Onyx put as much contempt in her voice as she could manage. In truth, the action sent her belly clenching and her pussy creaming. Hawk said nothing. He met her gaze briefly before turning her around and ushering her down the ramp, his hand around her upper arm to guide her.

No one was in the docking area. The last time Onyx had been here, it had seemed to be the hangout of choice for everyone. Even if they weren’t working, they sometimes did checks on the ships or cleaned their weapons. Today, however, the place was deserted.

Hawk marched Onyx through the maze of tunnels until they came to a door at what appeared to be the very back of the base. The last room they’d carved into the asteroid. He pressed his palm to the reader and the door slid open.

The room was spartan yet comfortable. There appeared to be nothing that wasn’t absolutely necessary. A bed. A table. A chair. The only thing that might be considered a luxury was the plush bedding and the fact that the bed was very large, even for Hawk. Onyx supposed even space marines needed a place they could completely relax, though she found it hard to believe Hawk ever let his guard down. Even here.

He guided her to the middle of the room and left her there while he took off his weapons and stored them in a small shelf in the rock wall face beside the bed.

“It seems you and I need to come to an understanding,” he stated matter-of-factly. “You have a problem with authority. I have a problem with disobedience.”

“You don’t honestly think --”

“No, I don’t think. I know. You will obey me. Maybe not in everything, but in battle you will follow my lead. You are a formidable opponent, Onyx. But never think you can best me in battle or strategy. I’m a soldier. I was trained as a soldier from the time I was old enough to follow directions. When you go with me into a fight, you will do as I say or you won’t go.”

Onyx lifted her chin. “And what makes you think I plan on hanging around that long?”

The second she uttered the words, she knew it was a mistake. Or, rather, it was what Hawk had been waiting for. She could see the lust flaring in his eyes, the bulge in his breeches growing and throbbing. There was an answering ache in her breasts and cunt. Her nipples peaked, and she knew this was the moment she’d longed for since the day she’d met Hawk.

“Because I’m not letting you leave.” His voice was barely a whisper but it sliced into her chest and lodged in her heart where she knew she’d always protect it. She craved what she knew would happen next. She knew, without a doubt, he would dominate her in the bedroom -- always -- and she needed it. Craved it like she craved nothing else in her life. Her knees went weak with anticipation, and she feared she might shame herself by crumpling in a heap on the floor.

Hawk whipped his shirt over his head and tossed it aside. All that glorious muscle was open to her inspection, as were a myriad of scars. Badges of honor every one. She drank in the sight of him, knowing that very soon that big body would be over her, driving into her, pinning her to the bed -- or wherever he chose to take her -- and making her his.

Moving to stand in front of her, Hawk pulled her vest up to expose her breasts. She was a big woman, muscled all over, yet curvy. She’d always tried to hide her curves, preferring not to be noticed as a female, but now she was proud of them. Especially when she saw Hawk’s throat working as he looked at her. Still, his face gave nothing away of what he thought. Had Hawk been anyone other than who he was she might have been offended, but he was trying to make a point. He wanted her to submit to him, and she would resist. Not because she didn’t want to let him have control, but because she wanted him to take that control from her.

Good thing for her Hawk was exactly the man to do it.




Chapter Six

 

Onyx didn’t seem to be intimidated one bit, but the beads of sweat on her brow told Hawk a different story. Good. He wanted her wary. She was the type of woman who would never submit to him willingly, but she would submit. He’d see to it. There was no other option.

The sight of her full, large breasts peaked by those delicious-looking dark chocolate nipples was almost his undoing. He wanted to take her hard and fast and forever. And he would. But not now. Not yet.

He did allow himself a small taste. Bending down, Hawk took one peaked nipple into his mouth, sucking and rubbing it with the flat of his tongue. He savored the feel of her skin on his palms as he caught her ribcage in his hands, sliding up and down as he sucked. Her breath hitched, but otherwise she made no sound. If he knew her, she was holding it in just to torment him.

With a little growl, he wrapped his arms around her, lifting her and taking her to the bed. Hawk thought he might explode before he touched his dick. It was the most heady thing he’d ever experienced. Except for her lying on his bed, in his home, her hands cuffed behind her back with her at his mercy.

“So, just like that.” She eyed him through narrowed eyes. “You think I’m going to just lay here and let you fuck me? I can still fight you, you know.”

“I never said you couldn’t.” He calmly took a wicked-looking knife from his boot and cut her top across the seams, baring her from the waist up. “But I’m betting you want this as much as I do. You might fight me for control, but you won’t fight to keep me from taking you.”

Hawk enjoyed the wide-eyed look on her face, as though he’d uncovered some deep, dark secret she didn’t want him to know about. He used that slip in her control to quickly remove her boots and pants, leaving her blessedly naked and laid out before him.

Moving her back on the bed, Hawk followed her, spreading her thighs to wedge his big body between them. Before she could react, he dipped his head and swiped his tongue through her folds, already wet with her excitement. She reacted, clamping her legs around his torso and squealing like a woman surprised by the pleasure she received.

“Tell me you don’t want me, Onyx. Tell me and I’ll let you go and never touch you again.” He sucked the skin of her labia between his lips before flicking his tongue over her clit rapidly.

Onyx didn’t answer him so much as she simply screamed and arched into him. She tried to keep him to her by pulling him closer with her legs, but Hawk would have none of it. Thankful for the thick walls surrounding them, Hawk vowed he’d wring more screams from her before the night was out. He wanted her writhing beneath him, screaming for more. Screaming for him.

Ruthlessly, Hawk spread her legs, holding them apart with his greater strength while he inspected her. No hair adorned her sex. Instead smooth, dark skin greeted his gaze, weeping with need. Fine muscles rippled over her abdomen with every movement, every breath as she fought him for control, even bound as she was. She wanted him, but she was trying to take him her way. Hawk wasn’t fooled for a second.

He smacked the skin of her inner thigh once, then again when she didn’t cease her struggles. “You’re mine, Onyx. Any way I want you. You have no control over this other than to tell me you don’t want me. Are you prepared to say that?”

She hissed at him, thrusting her pelvis at him, silently begging for more. Hawk knew better than to expect her to beg him. She’d never do that, and he’d never want her to. He wanted to give her what she needed without her asking for it. If he could do that, she’d more easily give control to him.

“Stop playing, Hawk. I’m not kidding.” Her voice wavered slightly and she trembled. She might try to act like he didn’t affect her, but Hawk was so attuned to her he couldn’t miss the little signs of surrender. She wasn’t ready yet, but soon. At least he hoped it would be soon. He was about to die, but he wouldn’t take her until she surrendered to him completely.

“Oh, baby, I’m just getting started.” When Onyx actually pounded her head into the pillow and groaned, Hawk grinned. They were in for a hell of a time.

Hawk took his time exploring her. There wasn’t a centimeter of silky smooth skin he didn’t want to know intimately before they were done. Muscle tensed underneath his touch, only to be offset by the inward curve of her waist, the flare of her hips and the fullness of her breasts. She was strong. A warrior. But underneath it, she was still a woman with a woman’s wants and needs.

No. More than that. She was his woman, created just for him. Everything Hawk had ever wanted in a woman, Onyx was. Right down to her stubborn streak and her fiercely protective nature. It was that protectiveness that had caused her to leave the ship. She couldn’t let him fight that battle alone any more than he could’ve let her do the same.

Gods! When had he fallen in love with her? The realization hit him like a nuclear grenade, though the sensation wasn’t unwelcome. In fact, it strengthened his resolve to coax her into submitting to him.

Onyx writhed beneath his touch, rubbing against him like a cat, showing him without words what she wanted. Again, Hawk smacked her inner thigh, following the sting with a long lick. “Be still.”

“Gods, Hawk,” Onyx gasped. “I don’t think I can --”

“You will, baby. Just trust me.” She was so close. He could see her need to let go when she looked at him. She wanted him to take control of her pleasure and show her what it was like to fully submit to a man. But she needed something else. Something more.

Immediately, Hawk changed tactics. Growling, he dove between her thighs, sucking her clit with enough force to sting. She cried out but made no move to close her legs. Instead, she spread them wide. Hawk thought it telling she didn’t try to push herself at him. Rather, she raised her legs, bending her knees and pulling them up to give him better access. Hawk grunted his approval, inserting one thick finger into her cunt.

The reward was instantaneous. Onyx’s body spasmed with its release, clenching his finger as if to pull him deeper inside her. Her cries ceased for a few seconds as the sudden wash of pleasure hit her. She sucked in a breath before letting it out in a hoarse cry. Her breathing was irregular as she held her breath, then let it out in a quick burst, clearly riding out the pleasure.

Hawk wrapped his arms around her, finding the cuffs where they linked together and releasing them. It took little effort to stretch her arms above her head and fasten them to the headboard, leaving her stretched out before him though still unable to touch him.

Before she could fully come down from her orgasmic high, Hawk mounted her, sinking himself blessedly deep into her welcoming heat. Her first reaction was to wrap her legs around him. She probably would have locked her ankles around him except she couldn’t quite circle his waist with her thighs. Instead, she braced her feet on his calves and met him thrust for thrust.

Hawk let her go for a while, enjoying the silky glide of her cunt around him. He moved slowly but steadily, letting her become accustomed to the feel of him. Surprisingly, without a prompt from him, Onyx slowly lifted her legs, opening them wide and away from him.

They locked gazes then. Tears shimmered in her eyes and her lip quivered. “If you break my heart, Hawk, I swear I’ll bury my knife in yours.”

He grinned, but caught her mouth with his. His kiss was gentle yet a thorough claiming of her. He took the gift she offered him without hesitation because he knew she’d only offer it once. Her body, her heart, were his, and he would cherish her as long as he lived.

His kiss went on and on as he steadily increased his tempo. His tongue swept against hers, taking everything she had to give. Onyx was his treasure, his warrior woman. She was the one person he could always count on to have his back, even more than Yuri and the others. Onyx was his life.

Not a gentle lover, Hawk surged into her now with more and more intensity. He reached up to release the cuffs from the headboard. “Hold my body with yours, Onyx. Show me how much you want me.” She instantly obeyed his command, wrapping her arms and legs around him. Flesh met flesh as they slammed against each other. Hawk could never remember a time when he needed to come more, or a time when he was so desperate to hold back his orgasm.

Onyx stiffened, then she bucked against him almost uncontrollably, shrieking her pleasure. She convulsed around his, milking him, coaxing him to follow her into oblivion. It was a seduction he couldn’t resist.

With his own shout of release, Hawk emptied himself inside the haven of her pussy. Sweat beaded over his body, over hers, making their skin to skin glide silky and smooth. Hawk thrust deep, holding himself as far inside her as he could manage. He arched his back and let the pleasure take him, reveling in the feel of her tight cunt locked around him in her pleasure.

When the tremors subsided, when he knew he could no longer hold himself off her, he rolled them to their sides. Every now and then, his hips gave a little involuntary thrust that sent pleasure darting through both of them.

“Wow,” Onyx breathed. “That was…”

“I know.” Hawk chuckled. “I’m not sure I survived that.”

“Me neither. Gods, I’m on fire, Hawk! That was the most fantastic sex I’ve ever even heard of!”

Hawk burst out laughing, holding her close, nuzzling her neck with his kisses. “Well, I guess that’s my version of a Molotov Cocktail.”

Onyx thumped his chest before snuggling closer to him, hooking her thigh over his hip. But she didn’t deny it.
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